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*■ I. Elak of Atlantis. 

Of great limbs goi\e to chaos, 

A great face turned to night— - 
’Why Tend above 5 a shapeless shroud , 
-Seeking, in such archaic cloud 
Sight of strong lords and light 

—Chesterton. > 

’ * • < *■ 

“HE wharf-side tavern was a bedlam. The great 
harbor of Poseidonia stretched darkly to the south- 
. east, hut the waterfront' was a blaze of bright lanterns . 
and torches. Ships had made port today, and’ this 
tavern, like the others, roamed with mirth and rough nautical 
oaths. Cooking-smoke and odor of sesame filled the broad 
low room, mingled with the sharp tang of wine. The swarthy 
seamen^of the south held high carnival tonight. 

In a niche in the wall was an image'of the patron" god, Poseidon 
of the sunlit seas. It was noticeable that before swilling liqyor 
nearly every man spilled a drop or two on th<? floor in the direc- 
tions of the carved god. 

A fat little man sat in’ a comer and muttered under his breath. 
Lycon’s small eyes examined the tavern with some distaste. 
His gurse was, for a change, heavy with golc^; so was that of 
Elak; his fellow adventurer. Yet Elajc preferred to drink and 
wench^n this brawling, smelly tavern, a prediction that filled 
Lycon with annoyance, and. bitterness. He spat,, muttered 
under his bre&th, and turned to watch Elak. 

The lean, wolf-faced adventurer was quarrelling with a sea < 
.captain whose huge, great-muscled body dwarfed Elak’s. 
Between the tWO a tavern wench was seated, her slanted eyes 
watching the men slyly, flattered by the attention given, her 

The seamsn, Drezzar, had made the mistake of under- 
estimating Elak’s potentialities. . He had'- cast covetous eyes 
tipofi the Wench and determined to have her, regardless of 
Elak’s prior claim. Under other circumstances Elak might 
have left the slant-eyed girl to Dfezzax, but'the captain’s words 
had been insulting. So Elak remained at the tablgZ-his gaze 
wary, and his rapier loosened in its scabbard. 

He watched Drezzar, noting the sunburnt, massive face, the 
bushy dark beard, the crinkled scar that swept down, from 
te'OJgJ.' to jawbone.^ blinding the man in one gray eye. And . 
Lycon, called fpr more wine. , Steel would flash soon, he knew. 

Yet the battle came without warning, A stool washover- 
turned, there was a flare ,of harsh oaths, and Drezzar 's sword 
came out; flaming in the lamplight The wench screamed 
shrilly and fled, having little taste for Bloodshed -save from a 
distance. ? v 

Elak crouched Catlike, his rapier motionless in his hand. ; 
A glint of angry lapghter shone in the cold eyes'. 

Drezzar feinted; his sword swept out in a treacherously 
low cpt that would have disemboweled Elak. had it reached its 
mark. JBut the smaller mail’s body writhed aside in swift, 



Lycon waited fpr a chance to sheathe his steel in Drezzar ’3 
nack. Elak would disapproye, he knew, but Lycon Was a realist. 

^ Elak’s. sandal slipped in a. puddle of spilled liquor, and he 
threw himself aside desperately, striving to regain his balance. 
He failed, Drezzar ’s lashing sword drove the -rapier from his 
hand, and Elak went', down, his head (packing sharply on an 
overturned stool. 1 

The seaman po.ised himself, sighted down his blade, and 
lunged. Lycon was darting forward, but he kneW he could 
qot reach the killer in time. * 

And then — from the open door came the inexplicable. Some- 
thing'' like a streak of flaming light lashed through the air, 
and at first Lycon thought it was a thrown dagger. But it 
was not. It was — flame! 

White flame, darting" and unearthly! It gripped Drezzar’s 
. blade, coiled -about it, ripped it from the seaman’s hand. It 
blazed up in blinding fiery light, limning ihe room in starkly 
distinct detail. The- sword fell uselessly to the floor, a black- 
ened, twisted stump of melted metal. 

Drezzar shouted «n*oath. He stared at the ruined weapog, 
and his bronzed face pajech Swiftly he whirled and fled 
’through 51 a side door. . 

The flame had vanished. In the door a man stood— a gross, 
ugly figure clad in the traditional brown robe' of the Druids. 

Lycon, skidding to. a -halt, lowered his*sword and whispered,- 
“Dalan!” ' . •* 

Elak got to his feet, rubbing his head ruefully. At sight of 
the Druid his face changed. Without a word he nodded Jo 
Lycon. and moved toward the door. ' ~ 

The three Went out into the night 

.. 2 . Dragon. Throne. 

Now Wfe are come to our Kingdom, 

And the Crown is ours to take— - 
With naked sword at the. Council board, 

, - And under the throne the snake. - 

* Now we are come to our Kingdom !’, * 

— Kipling.' 

“ I b{ing you a throne,” Dalan said, “but you must hold it 
with your blade.” , ' 

They stood at the end of a jetty, looking out at the moonlit 
■harbor waters. The clamor of Poseidonia seemed far away 
•now. ' • . 

Elak stared at die hills. Beyond them, leagues upon leagues 
to the north, lay a life he had put behind him. A life he 
had given up when he left Cyrena to gird on an adventurer’s 
blade. In Elak’s veins ran the blood of the kings of Cyrena, . 
northemnlost kingdom of Atlantis. And, but for a fatal quarrel 
with his stepfather, 'Norian, Elak wduld have been on the 
. dragon throne even then. But Norian had died, and Elalc’s 
brother, Orander, took the Crown; 

Elak said, ‘‘Orander rules Cyrena. Do you ask me to join 



' flowing* motion ; the rapier shimmered. ^ Its -point gashed a rebellion against my brother ’’ An angry light showed in the 



Dreizar’s scalp. 

They fought in silence. And this, more thw anything 
else, gave Elak the measure of his opponent, Drezzar’s /ace 
was quite emotionless. Onjy the scar - stood out white and 
distinct. His blinded eye seeme'd not to handicap him*in the 
. slighted degree. , 



adventurer’s cold eyes. 

“Orander is dead,” the Druid said quietly/ “Elak, I have 
a tale to' tell you, a tale of sorcery and black evil that has cast 
its shadow over Cyrena. But;- first — ” He fjimbled in his 
shapeless brown /ote and drew forth a tiny crystal sphere. *He 
cupped -it in his palm, breathed upon it, * The clear' surface 
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clouded, misted — and the fog seemed to permeate the entire 
globe. The Druid held a ball of whirling gray cloud in^his ■* 
hand. ‘ r •. 

Within the sphere a picture grew, microscopic but vivjdly 
distinct. Elak peered closely. He saw a throne, and a man who 



-far . and far, prt>bing through all Atlanus to the kingdom of- 
the north— Cyrena, ahd.the dragon throne. * * 



sat upon it. , 

“South of Cyrena, beyond the mountains, lies. Kiriath," 
Dalan said. "Sepher ruled it. And now Sepher still sits 
upon his throne, buj: he is no longerjiuman." 

*■ In the glofce the face of Sepher sprang out in startling clarity. 

. Involuntarily. Elak drew back, his' lips thinning.*. At a casual 
glance Sepher seemed unchanged, a black bearded, bronzed 
giant with the keen eyes of .a hawk, but Elak knew that hejoo'ked 
upon a creature loathsome beyond anything ori earth. It was 
not evil, as he knew it, but atthirig beyond good and evil as it 
r was beyond humanity or deity. A Presence, from Outsjde had 
touched Sepher and taken Kiriath’s.-king for* its dtyn. ., And 
Elak knew this was the most horrible being he had ever seen. 

Dalan hid the crystal. He said coldly, “ Out of the unknowr) 
has come a being named Karkora. What he is I ’know not. 

I have cast the runes; and they say little to me. The altar 
fires have whispered of- a shadow that will 'come uppn Cyrena, 
a- sKadbw that may spread over all Atlantis. Karkora, the 
Pallid One, is not human, nor is!fie a demon; He is— alien, 
Elak." >t • - 

“What of my brother ” the adventurer^asked. 

“You have seen Sepher,” Dalan said. “He is possessed, 
a vessel of this entity called Karhora. Ere d left Orander, he, * 



3. The Gates of Dream. 

Churel and ghoyl and Djinn ^nd sprite - 
Shall^aear us company to-night • 

For we have .reached -the Oldest Land . 
Wherein the powers of /Darkness range 

* — Kipling. 



ELAK’S sleep that night was broken by dreams— flashing, 
disordered visions of many'thihgs. He stared up at the whi >§ 
'moonlit ceiling of the apartment. And— it was changed- 
The familiar room was gone. Light still existed,, but it 
oddly changed — grayish and unreal. Unearthly ‘planes and 4 
angles slipped past Elak, and in his ears a low humming grew ~ 
This changed to a high-pitched, droning whine, and died ^way. 
at last. . ... ■ _ 

The ’mad planes reassembled themselves. In His dream. ^ 
Elak-saw a mighty cr&g upthrust against cold stars — colossal 
against a background of jagged mountain peaks. Snow dappled 



them, but the darkness of the crag was unbroken. On its top 
was.a tower, dwarfed by distance. 



too, bad changed.” - 
A muscle twitched in Elak’s brown cheek. The Druid 



went on. . . 

“Orander saw his doom.. Day by day the power of, Karkora 
over hint increased, and the squI of your brother was driven 
further into the outer dark. He died— by his own hand.” 

Elak’s face did not change expression. But for mifrates he 
was silent, a deep sorrow in -his gray eyfeS. . 

Lycon turned to l°°k out across the sea. *' 

-The, Druid went oh, "Orander sept aSmessage to you, Elak. 
You, in all Atlantis, are of the royal line of Cyrena. Yours, 
therefore, is the Crown. It, will not be easy to held. Karkora 
is not defeated. But my magic will aid you.” ’ 

Elak laid, “You offer me the dragon throne 
Dalan nodded. . , 

“The years’ have chanfed-'me, Dalan. 1 have gone through 
Atlantic a vagabond and worse. I put my birthright behind 
• me and forgot it. And I'm p 8 t the same man who went from 
Cyrena years ago,\ Elak said softly, laughing a little bitferly. * 
and looking over ’fhe jetty’s edge at his face reflected in the, 
dark swell of the water. “Only a king may sit on the dragon 
throne. For ltiyHt would be a jest. Ahd a sorry one.” 
"You fool!” the, Druid whispered — and there was' rage in 
the sibilant sound. “Blind, mad fool I Do you think the; 
Druids Would offer Cyrena to the wrofig man Blood of kings 
is in your veins, Elak. It is not yours to deny; 'You must 
obey.” „ - : a 

“Must?” The- word was s'poken lightly, yet Lycon felt a 
tenseness go through him, tightening his muscles,. “Mifet?” 

. Elak asked. ,, , 

’ * “The decision is mine,»f)ruid. By Mider! The throne of 
Cyrena means much to me. Therefore I shall not sit in it!” 
Dalari’s toad face was gargoylish in the moonlight; He thrust 
his bald, glistning^head forward v and bis thick, stubby fingers 
twisted. • * 

t “Now am I tempted to work magic on you, Elak,” he said 

harshly. “I am no ” 

“I have given you my answer.” 

The Druid hesitated; His somber eyes dwelt 'on Elak. 
Then, without a word.fe turned and went lumbering off into 
the night. His footsteps died. 

Elak remained staring out at the harbor. . His cheeks were 
gray, his mouth a tortured white line. And he whirled, abruptly, 
and looked at the hills of Poseidopia. 

But he did not see them. His gaze went beyond them , 



A‘ flood seemed to lift Elak and bear him swiftly forward. 

In the base of the crag! he saw, were great iron gates. And 
these parted and swung aside, yawning for him as he moved 
-through. 

They shut silently behind him 

And now Elak Became conscious of a Presence.^ It, was 
stygian bltfck ; yet in the tenebrous darkness thefe was a vague 
inchoate stirring, a sense of motion that was unmistakable. 

-Without warning Elak saw — the Pallid Onel 

A .white and shining ’figure flashed into view. How tall it 
was, how close or distant, the man could not tell. Nc>r could he 
see more than the bare outline. A crawling, leprous shimmer 
of cold Iigh .rippled over the being ; t seemed little more' 
than a white shadow. Cut- a shadow— three-dimensional, * 

alive! ’ . ... “r 

The unearthly terror of Kaikoya, the Pallid One! 

Theijemg seemed to grow larger. Elak knew he was watched , " 
, coldly and dispassionately. His .senses were no longer depend- 
able. It did not seem as- though he beheld Kariora with his- 
eyeS alone— he was no .longer conscious of his body. s 

He remembered. Dalan, and Dalan ’% god, And he 'cried 
silently upon Midfef for aid. _ ■ - - 

. The shuddering loathing that filled him did not pass, but 
the horror that tore at his mind was no longer as strong. Again 
die cried to Mider, forcing himself to concentrate on the Jruid 



Once- more Elak called out to Mider. And, silently, eerily, 
a wall of flame rose about him, shotting off the vision of JCar- 
.kora. The warm, flickering fires of Mider were a p/otechve 
barrier— earthly, friendly. ’ . .- 

, They closed in— drew him back. They warmed the~_ch;li 
horror that froze his mind. They changed to sunlight — and thy 
sunlight - was slanting in through the window, beside which 
Elak lay. on his low Bed, awake and shuddering with react Job. 

“By the Nine Hells! ’’ he cursed,. leaping up swiftly. “By 
all the gdds ofeAtlantis! Where's my rapier ” He found it, 
and whirled it hissing through^e air. ‘ ‘How can a man battle-, 
dreams ” • : ‘ . , 

He turned, to Lycon, slumbering npisily’ nearby, and kicked 
the small man into wakefulness. 4 

“Hog-swill,” said Lycon, rubbing his.eyes. “Bring another 
cup, pud swiftly, or Plk-oh What’s wrong ” 

ELAK_ was dressing hastily. “What’s wrong? . Something c 
I didn’t expect.* How could I know from Dalan’s words the 
sort of thing that’s come to life in Atlantis?” Hespat in disgust. 
“That leprous foulness shall never take the dragon throne!” 

He slammed his’ rpier into its scabbard. “ I’ll find Dalan. 
I’ll go back with him. To Cyrena.” ^ 

Elak was silent, but deep on his eyes was a black horror and 
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loathing. He had seen, the Pallid One. And .he knew- that , 
never in words could he hope to express the burning foulness 
of alien KarkorS. 

But Dalan had vanished. It was impossible to find the 
.Druid. in teeming PoseidOnia. And at last Elak gave up hope 
and determined to take matters' into his own hands. A galley 
called Krakfih was leaving that day, he learned, and would 
beat up the western cdhs’t. In fac£ by the time Elak had Hired 
.a boatman to take him and Lycon to the vessel, the galley’s 
oars were already dipping into the swells. 

■ Elak’s cockleshell gained its side, and he clambered over 
.the gunwale, hoisting Lycori. after him. . He tossed a coin .to 
the boatman and saw the man depart.' 

THE sWeating-backs of slaves were movipg rhythmically under 
the lash- of the overseers. One of these came forward at ^ run', 
hi^bronzed face angry. ' • ' . 

“Who are you ” he hailed. "What do you seek on the 
Kraky i " * . 4 

..“Take us to your captain, ”= Elak said shortly. His- hand, 
torched the heavy purse at. his belt, and'coins. iingled. The 
overseer was impressed. . 

“We’re putting to sea,” he said. “What do yOUvwant " 
“Passage to Cyrena," Lycon snapped. "Be — — ” * - 

“Bring them here, Rasul,” a gruff voice broke in. '“.They 
are friends. We’ll give them passage to Cyrena — ayef” 

And Drezzar, Elak’s opponent ift the-tavern brawl, hastened 
along the poop toward them, .teeth gleaming in his bushy 
beard. ' ■ 

“Ho!” he yelled at a nearby group of armed seamen. “Seize 
’'those two!* Take them— alive!” “Yop dog,”, Drezzar said 
with cold rage. He stood before Elak a {id lifted his'hand as 
though to strike the captive. * ' 

Elak said stoically,- “I want passage to Cyrenq. I’ll pay wfell 
for it.” 

“So you wifi," Drezzar grinned, and ripped off’Elak’spurse. 
He opened- it and ran golden coins through His. thick fingers 
^ “You’ll work for it, too. But you’ll, not reach Cyrena.” • 
“Tyo more. oarsmen for you, Rasul.. Two more slaves. 
See that they work!” • 

He turned and strode away. ^Unresisting, Elak was dragged 
to a vacant oar and cained there, Lycon shackled beside him. 
His hands fell in -well-worn grooms qn the polished wood. 

.. Rasul's whip cracked. The overseer caljed, “ Pull ! Pull !” • 
The Kraken sped seaward. Arifl, chain® to. his oar, straining 
’at the unaccustomed toil, Elalf's dark wolf-face bore a smile 
that wgs not. pleasant to see. 

4. The Ship Sails North. 

Orpheus has harped- her, 

. Her prow has sheared the spray, 

- Fifty haughty heroes at her golden ’oarlocks sway, 
White the wave before her flings, . 

Bright from- shore she lifts and swings, 

Wild he twangs the ringing strings— - - 

Cive way! Give way! . - ", 

- , - * * ’ — Benet. ’■ - s 

THEY drove down along the coast arid skirted the southern 
tip of "Atlantis. Then the galley crept northwest, up the long 
curve of the continent; arid all the while the days were cloudless 
and fair, and the skies blue as the waters of the Ocean Sea. 

. Elak. bided his tirpe until the Kraken dropped anchor one 
afternooij at an uninhabited -.island, to replenish the* water 
supply. Drezzar went ashore with a dozen others, leaving 
only a few men in charge of the ship. ‘ This was apparently' 
’safe enough,- with the slaves chained.. Moreover, DteZzar 
had the only key. ‘ But, at sunset, Elak nudged Lycon awake 
and ^old him to keep watch. 

“What for ” Lygon’s voice was surly. “Do yoS ” 

He broke off, staring, as Elak took a twisted bit of metal from 
his sandal arid inserted it delicately in the lock of his ankle-cuff. 
"Gods!" Lfcon cursed. “You. had that all the time— and 
you waited till now!” 



... "These locks are easy to, pick,” Elak said. “$4iat? Of 
course 1 waited! We ve only a few enemies aboard now, instead 
more than a dozen. ' Keep watch, I tell you." 

Lycon 'obeyed. , Foot£&ps creaked upon the deck occa^ 
sionaliy, and there were lanterns here and there on the ship, • 
but - their illumination was faint enough. The lapping pf 
wate'r against the hull drowned the soft sfrape and click' as 
Elak worked. ■ Presently he sighed in satisfaction and. opened 
the chff. , 

Metal clicked and Scraped. Elak wag free. He turned to 
Lycon— and then hurrying footsteps sounded on' the raised 
deck. Rasul, the overseer, Wan up, dragging. his long wh*ip. 
He peered down— and . dragged* oat his sword, cursing. With 
the other hand he sWept the whip in a great singing blow, 
smashing' down on Elak’s unprotected shoulders, * • 

m Lycon acted. In one swift motion he flung himself forward,,- 
guarding Elak J the lash ripped ’skin and flesh from Lycon’s 
side. And then Elak’s sinewy hand closed on thetdugh hide ; 
he pulled mightily—rpulled it from Rasul’s grasp. 

“Ho!” the overseer shouted. . "Ho! To me!" His voice 
reared- out over the dark sea. His long sword was a pale 
flickering light m the glow of the lanterns. 

Two more men, armed came running up' behind Rasul. 

. They spread out and closed in on Elak/ He grinned unpleasantly, 
as a wolf smiles. The whip was coiled in his hand.' 

ft sprang out suddenly, liHfe’ a Striking snake. The fanged, 
vicious tip hissed shrilly. In the dimness the lash was difficult 
"to see, impossible to dodge. Rasul roared in pain. ..* 

“ Slay him!” the overseer shouted. . 

* The three ran in, and Elak gave way’, his \yrist turning as he 
$wung. the whip. A thrown dagger brought blood" from the 
Atlantean’s shouHer, And a man staggered back, screaming 
shrilly, clawing at his eyes that were blinded by the tearing 
rip of the lash. . * 

“Slay me, -then, 1 ’ Elak whispered, cold laughterin his eyes. 
“ But the dpg’s fangs are sh^rp, Rasul.” 

He (aught a glimpse of LyoSn, bent above his bonds, busily 
, manipulating the bit’ of metal that. would unlock them. Voices 
called from- the shore. * Rasul shouted a response, and then 
ducked arid gasped as the whip shreiked, through the dark air. 

“ ’Ware myffangs, Raspl!” Elak smiled mirthlessly. /• 4 
' And now (the two — Rasul ’and his companion — were in turn 
giving way?. Step ,by step Elak forced them back, under the 
threat of the terrible lash. Theycould not guard against ft*, 

. could riot see jt. Out' of tfie gloom it would come striking, 
swift as a snake’s thrust, leaping -viciously at their eyes. The 
slaves were awake and straining in their chains, calling en- 
couragement to Elak.’ - T}ie man who had been blinded made 
a misstep and fell among the rovers. They surged up over 
him ; - lean hands reached and, clawed jn the lantern-light. He 
screamed for a time, and then made no further soiled. 

. Lycqn's voice rose, shrill and peremptory, above the tumult. 

“Rowi” he yelped. “Row-, .slaves!*. Ere Drezzar returns — 

' row for your freedom!” Alternately he cursed and threatened 
and cajoled tjjem, and worked a^his bonds with flying fingers. 

Elak heard a whisper at his side, saw a slave thrusting a sword 
at him, hilt-first— the blade tlje blinded one. had dropped. 
Gratefully he seized it, hurling the whip aw$y. The feel of 
the cool, leather-bound hilt was grateful. Tide of strength 
surged .up Elak's arm from the sharp steel. fl - 
it was not his rapier — but it would do. 

“My fangs, Rasul,” he said, laughing — and ran in. His’ 
two -opponents spread Out, but He had foreseen that move. 
He turned his back on Rasul, cut .at th^ other, and almost in 
the same motion whirled ai*d leaped past, dodging a thrust by a 
hair’s breadth. And now Rasul only Heed him. The other 
man was down, tearing at a throat sliced through -to the sprite. 
-. Lycon shouted, “Row, slaves! For your lives'!'-' • 

The long oars clacked and moved in confusion-; ’ then habit 
stepped in, and rhythmically, slowly, the blades dug into the sea. 
Lycon yelled a chant, and the slaves kept time to it. Gradually 
the galjey gained way. 

On the deck swords lamed and clashed. But Elak was not 
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fated to slay Rasul. ' The overseer stumbled, dropped to 
one knee-^nd Hands r^ched for him out of the dark. Shouting * 
he was dragged down among the s^ves. Voices rpsef fo a 
yelping crescepdo of hate; Rasul screamed — and was silent. 

Lycon leaped up, free from his chains. He cursed the rowers; 
their momentary inattention to their d&fcy had cafised oon- 
fusion. An oar, caught among others, splintered and. broket 
The butt bent like, a bow, 'Snapped Hack, and smashed a slave’s 
race to bloody ruin.. From overside came cries and commands. 

THE face of Drezzar rose above the rad, hideous, contorted, 
the . scar flaming red.' He gripped his sword between his 
teeth. After him armed men came pouring. . _ 

Lycon, a captured bladebareifihis hand, fan toward them, - 
yelling objurgation’s at . the. slaves. The oars moved again, 
"t6re at the sea, sent the galley through the waves once more. 4 '’ 
A slave had long since cut the anchor-rope. - 

A dozen armed men, swords gfeaiping, were ringed about 
LyCop, who, his back against the mast, w6s valiantly battling; 
and cursing in lurid oaths. A few steps away Derzzar, came 
catlike, and. murder was- in his eyes. He saw Flak 's tir, and 
ran in, blade ready. 

Elak did not stoop to' recover his sword. He sprang forward, 
under the sweep of the steel, which Prezzar had not expected. 
The two men went down together, rolling on the blood-slippery, 
defk,- , ’ -- 

_ Drezzar tried to reverse the sword in his hand arid stab 
Elak in the back. Bdt Elak’s supple body Writhed aside, $jid 
simultaneously his mean, sinewy fingers closed on Drezzar’s ' 
above the hilt of the blade. ‘ - ' 

Drezzdr tried to turn the blow, but could not. Elak con- , f 
tinued his enemy s thrust. And the sword-went smqpthly into 
Drezzar s belly, without pausing till it grated against, the back- 
bone,. f " V .' . 

"My fangs, prezzar/' Elak said very' softly, and with no 
expression on his wolf-face— -and then drove the sword further 
in till it pinned the captain, like a beetle, to the deck. Drezzar’s 
mouth opened;' a roaring exhalation of breath, fraught with 
= ghastly agony, seemed tom out pf the ‘man. His, hands beat 
the deck ; his body doubled up and arched like a bow. 

He epughed blood, gnashed his teeth' till they splintered and 
cracked— and so died. ’ 

, sprang up. - He saw § heavy iron key hanging at Drezzar’s 
belt. This he tore away and cast down among the slaves. 

A grateful clamor came in response. ' 

Lycon called frantically for. aid. Elak responded. But 
now the outcome of the battle* Was a foregone conclusion. One 
by one the freed slaves passed the iron key to their neighbours 
and came springing up to add their numbers to Elak’s cause. 
And, presently, the last of the ship's masters lay dead on deck, 
and the oarsmen— no longer in chains, no longer slaves — sent, 
the galley plunging through the dark sea to the north. . 

5. Aynger of Antenalk- 
For the man. dwelt in a lost kind 
■ Of boulders and broken men . , 

— Chesterton. 

THEY came to a -forBiddings. bleak coast that loomed high 
above the galley.. The cold winds of Autumn filled the, fails 
and let -the .weary oarsmen rest. The sea turned smoothly 
Bfay, surging in long, loamless swells under a blue-gray' sky. ' 
The sun gave little heat. The crew turned ‘gratefully to the 
ship’s stock— oil and wine and woven stuff, finding warmth and 
comfort in it. , * • . 

But Elak was chafed by inaction. He longed to reach 
Cyrena ; endlessly he paced the decks, .fingering his rapier a'nd * 
pondering on the mystery of the thing called 'Karkora. What 
was this Pallid One? Whence Lad it come? These problems 
were insoluble, and remained so till, one night, Elak dreamed. 

He dreamed of Dalan. The Druid priest seemed to be 
standing in a forest' glade ; before him a fire flickered redly. 
And Dalan'said: 



, “Leave your ship at the red delta. Seek Aynger of Amenalk. 
Tell him you seek the throne of Cyrena.” • . . 

There was no more. Elak awoke, -listening to the creaking 
of the galley’s timbers and -the whisper - of. waves against the 
side. It Was nearly dawn. He rose, went on deck, and searched 
the horizon under a shieldihg palm. . 

To the right, breaking the gray cliffs, was a gap. Beyond itr — 
an. island. And on the island a castle loomed, part of the rock, 
if seemed, growing from it. ' 

The galley swept on. > And now Elak saw that a river ran 
between the broken cliffs. At its mouth was a delta, made 4 of 
reddish sand. 

So, in the cdld, lowering dawn, Elak and Lycon left the galley. 
Willing oarsmen rowed them to shore. The two climbed 
the northern cliff and stood staring around. Inland the plateau 
stretdhed unbroken-by tree or bush, windswept and desolate. 
To the west lay the Ocean Sea, chill and forbidding. 

' ‘Perhaps this' Aynger ,f your dream dwells in that' cattle,” 
Lycon said, pointing ana shivering. "One of the men told me 
this is Kiriath: To the nefrth, beyond the mountains, lies 
Cyrena.” * „ . ? . ' 

Elak said somberly, “ I know. And Sepher rules over 
Kiriath— Sepher, whom Karkora has taken for his own. Well— 
»' come .on." ( . 

■ They set out along the edge of the cliff. The wind blew 
coldly, and brought to them a thin, high piping that sfeemed to 
come out of nowhere. Sad, mournful, weird, it murmured 
half-heard in the air about the two. 

And across the plateau a mam came — a great gray man, 
roughly clad, with unkempt hajr and iron-gray beard. He 
played upon a set of pipes, but put these away as he saw Elak 
and -Lycon. He came closer® and halted, with folded arms, 
waiting. - • __ 

The man’s face might' have .been chipped 1rom the rough 
rocks of this .land. It was harsh an3 strdng and forbidding, 
and the .cold gray eyes were like the sea. 

“What do you seek- here?” he saked. His voice was deep 
and not at all unpleasant. 

Elak hesitated. “Aynger. Ayriger of Amenalk. Do you 
know oh him?” . - - 

“I AM Aynger.'V ’ - , . , 

For a heartbeat there was silence. Then Elak said, **I seek 
. the throne of Cyrena.” 

Laughter sprang into the gray eyes. Aynger of Amenalk 
reached out a huge hand and gripped 4 Elak's arm, squeezing 
it painfully. He 'said, “Dalarusent you! Dalan!” 

Elak nodded. 

“But it is noi me you seek. It is Mayana— the daughter of 
Poseidon. . You must seek hejr there." He pointed to the dis-* 
tant castle on the island. “Her power alone can aid you. 
But first — come.” 

He led the way to the cliff's edge. A perilous, narrow path 
ed dowri the jagged face ; Aynger started along it with sure- 
footed ease, and Elak and Lycon followed more gingerly. Far 
below* the breakers tore upon the* rocks ; sea-birds called shrilly. 
The path ended at a cave-mouth. Aynger entered, -beckoning, 

' to the others. • The cavern widened into a high-arched chamber, 

- obviously Aynger s home. He gestured to a heap, of furs 
and gave each of'his guests a great horn of mead. 

■ “So. Dalan sent you. I had wondered. Orarjder is dead 
Once the Pallid One has set his seal on a man, there is escapo 
in death alone.” ' . ♦ 

“Karkora," Elak said musingly. "What is he? Dp- you 
know, Aynger?” 

“You must seek yout answer from 4 Mayana on a the isle. 
Only she knows, Mayana-*-o? -the seas Let n\e tell you. ’ 
The gray eyes grew bright with dream. A softness crept into 
the deep voice. “This land, on the. western shore, is Amenalk. 
Not Kiriath. Once, long ago, Amenalk stretched . far to 'the 
east., We were a great people then. ' But invaders came .con- 
quering, and now only this bit of -land is ,left to -us. Yet it is 
Amenalk. And I dwell here because, in my veins runs the 
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blobji of .kings. 

. Aynger flung back his gray, tousled head. “ And for ages 
the, castle on thejsle had existed.. None' dwelt there.' There 
were legends, that evBn before the Amenalks held' this landman 
ancient sea-people "made it' their hotne. Sorcerers they wfere, 
warjopks and magicians. But they died and were forgotten. 
So, in time, my own people were scat ered through Kiriath, and 
I dwelt here alone. . • : s. 

. “Sepher ruled, well and wisely.' One night he. walked' alone 
. on the cliffs of Amenalk, and when he retyrned to his palace, 
he brought a bride with him. The bride was May ana. Some 
say he found her in the island castle. Some say she rose from 
the waves.- ! I think she is not human. She is one of the old 
seti-face— — . ” ' ' ; 

"A shadow fell on the land. Out of the- dark, out, of the 
• unknown, canie Karkora. He took Sepher for his own. Mayana 
fled here, and dwells now in thc*castle,. protected by her sorcery. 
-And Karkora rules.” 

AYNGER’S gray beard jutted j'^iis eyes werp lambent poofs. 
He said, “My people were a “Druid race .We worshipped 
great Mides, as I; do now. And I tell you that Karkora is a 
"foulness and a horror — an' evil that will spread through all the 
world if the -Druids fail to destroy him. Mayana holds, his 
secret. * Mayana knows. You must go to her on her isle. 
For myself- — — ” A mighty hand clenched. “I have king’s 
blood, and my people live, though in bondage. I shall go 
through Kiriath arid gather men. I think you will need armies, 
ere you sit on Cyrena’s dragon throne. Well, I have an army 
for you, and for Mider.” • 

Aynger reached behind him, brought out a huge war-hammer, 
bound with thongs. Laughter touched his grim face. . 

“We shall fight, in the old way, woad-painted, without 
armor. And I think Helm-Breaker will’ taste. blood again.. 
If yoy- get aid from Mayana — welk But with you or without 
you-, man ot Cyrena, Amenalk will go forth to battle!” 

The great gray, man towered against the cave-moufh, a grim,' 
archaic figure, somehow strong with primeval rrfgnace. He ■ 
stoocLasidef pointing. • ( 

Your. way. lies there, to thejsle. Mine lies inland. When 
, we meet again, if. we do; I shall have an army to give yoif” f 
Silently Elak moved past Aynger.and Went up the cliff path. 
Lycon trailed him. On the windy, treeless plateau, he stood 
unmoving, while thfe gray giant parsed him without a word * 
and strode away, his war-hammer over one muscular shoulder, 
beard and haip flying in the wind. 

v Aynger grew small in the distance. Elak nodded to Lycon . 

“I think we have a strong, ally there. We’ll, need him. 
But now — this Mayana. If she -can solve the riddle of Karkora , 
Til find her though I have to swim.” . . 

“You wo n t have. to,” Lycon said, wiping his mouth. "Gods 
that mead was good! There’s a bridge lo the isle.— see?. A 
narrow one, but .it will serve. Unless she’s set a dragon to 
guard it:” - ‘ 

. 6 . Mayana 

By the fall obelisks, all seaweed-girt, 

Drift the pale dead - of long and long ago, • 

. Lovers and kings who may not more.be hurt, 

Wounded by lips or by the dagger’s blow. 

• . ; • ’ The Sunken Towers. 

"FROM the cliffs edge a narrow bridge 'of rock jutted, a natural 
formatiob worn by wind and rain. - It ended on a jagged ledge, 
at the back of which a. black hold gaped. Elak said,’ “Lycon, 
wait here. I must take this. road alone.” . t 

The little man disagreed profanely. But Ealk was. firm. 

"It will be safer. So we won’t both fall into- the same trap. 

If J m not- back by sundown,, come after me— you may be 
of aid then.” Lycon could not help but realise the truth". of 
this. He shrugged fat shoulders., . 

“Very -well. I’ll wait in Aynger’s cave. His mead was 
potent ; I’m anxiops to sample more. Luck, Elak." ■ 
Nodding, the Atlantean started along the bridge. ' He found 
it safer not Jo look down, but the surging roar of the breakers 



■ sounded disquietingly from beneath. Sea-birds mewed and 
called. The wind tore at his swaying body. ? 

But at last he was across, arid felt the firm stability of the 
- rocky ground under his sandals. Without a backward glance 
he entered the -cave-mouth. Al m °st immediately outside 
sounds dimmed and qiiieted.- - . ■ . .. 

* , The road ’led down — a natural passage, seemingly, that 
turnfed and twisted in the .rock. Sand .was gritty underfoot, 
with, bits of shell here and .there. For a ,time it was dark 
aqd then a greenish, vague luminous glow appeared, apparently 
emanated by the sand on- which he trod. 

It was utterly silent.” 5 " 

... Still the tunnel led down, till Elak’s feet felt moisture beneath 
him. He hes.itated, staring around. The rocky walls were 
dewed and. sweating. A dank, salty odor was strong in his 
nostrils. Loosening his rapier in its. scabbard, he wept on. 
The green glow brightened. The passage tumedj .Elak 
; rounded the comer, and stood motionless, staring. Before 
hiro -a vast cavern opened. . , 

. It .was huge and terrifyingly*strange. Low-roofed, stalacites 
bring in •myriad shapes and colours over the broad expanse 
of an underground lake. The green shining was everywhere. 
The weight of -the island above seemed to press down suffo- 
catingly, hut the air, despite a sal$ sea-smell, was fresh'enough. 

At his feet a sandy half-moon of a beach reached down to 
die motionless surface of the water. Kurther out, he could see 
for down vague shadows that resembled sunken buildings — 
. fallen peristyles . and columns, and far away, in the center 
%f ♦he lake, was an island. • 

Ruined marble . crowned it Only in /the center a small 
temple seemed unharmed ; it rose from shattered ruins- in 
cool, white perfection. All around it the dead 'and broken 
metropolis lay before Elak. 

Silence, and thb pale green expanse of ghe waveless lake. 

* Softly Elak called, .“ Mayana.” There was ’no response. 

, Frowning, he. considered the tasfe before hirtt. He felt 
an odd conviction that what he sought lay in the temple pri- 
me islet, but there was no way of reaching it save by stvimming. 
And there was something, ominous about 1 the motionless green 
of the waters. < 

Shrugging, Elak waded out. Icy chill touched his legs, 
crept higher about his Joins and-waist. *He struck out strongly. 
-An'd at first there was no difficulty; he made good progress. 

But the water was very (fold. It was' salt, and this buoyed 
him up somewhat yet when he glanced at the islet it seemed 
no riearer. Gruijting, Elak buried his face: in the waters and 
kicked vigorously. . ' r - 

His eyes opehed. He looked down. He saw, beneath him, 
the surikerr city. ' . - • 

Strange it was, and weird beyond imagination, to be floating 
above the wavering outline of these marble -ruins. Streets 
and buildings and fallen towers' were, below, scarcely veiled 
^by the luminous waters, but possessing a vague, shadowy 
indistinctness that -made them half-unreal. A green haze 
clothed the city. A city pf shadows-*- • ' . ’ 

’ And the shadows moved and drifted in the tideless sea. 
Slowly, endlessly, they crept Ijke a stain over the marble. They 
took shape before Efak s eyes. 

. Not sea-shapes — no. The shadows of men walked in the 
sunken metropolis. , With queet, drifting rrtotion the shadows 
went to and fro. They met and touched, and parted again in 
strange similitude of lifp, - 

, If was oddly difficult. Soft, clinging arms seemed to touch 
him ; the water darkened. But his head broke the surface, 
and he drank deeply of the chill air. Only by swimming 
• with all his strength cpuld he keep from sinking. - That in- 
explicable drag pulled. him down. 

He went under. His eyes were op?n, and'hd saw, far below, 
movement in the. sunken city The shadoWtshapes were 
swirling, up, rising, spinning like auturrin leaves — rising • to 
the surface. And shadows clustered about Elak, binding 
. him with gossamer fetters. They clung feathery arid tenacious 
as spider-webs. ' - 
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The shadows drew him down, nto the seining depths. 

He struck out frantically. His head broke water once more ; 
he saw the islet, closer now. 

“Mayanal” he called. “Mayana 1 " ' , . 

RUSTLING movement shook the ^shadows, A ripple of 
mocking laughter seemed, to go through them.' They closed 
in again, dim, iippalpable, unreal. Elak went under once 
more, too exchausted to fight, letting the shadow* have**their 
will with him. Only his mind cried'outdespferately to Mayana, 
striving to-summon her to his aid. * 

The waters brightened. The green glow; flamed emerald 
bright. The shadows seemed to pause with odd hesitation, as 
though listening. 

Then suddenly they dosed in on Hak. They bore him , 
through the waters ; he was conscious of swift movemen amid 
whirling green fire. ■ * , - 

' The shadows carried him to the islet, bore him up as on a 
wave, and left him upon the sands.. 

* The', green light faded to its former dimness. Choking, 
coughing Elak clambered to his feet. He stared round. 

The shadows had vanished. Only the rrjotionless lake 
stretched 1 into the distance. He stood amid the ruins of the 
islet. - 

Hastily he Staggered away from theAyater's marge, clambering 
across broken plinths and fallen pillars, making his way. to the. 
central temple. It stood in a tiny plaza, unmarred by time, 
but stained and discolored in every stone. 

The brazen door gaped open. Unsteadily Elak climbed 
the steps and paused at the threshold. He looked upon it bare 
room, lit with the familiar emerald glow, featureless save for 
a curtajn, on the further wall,, made of some metallic cl6th 
ana figured with the- trident' of the sea«gdd. 

There was no sound but Elak’s hastened breathing. Then," 
abruptly, a. low splashing came 'from beyond the curtain, ft 
parted. ~ * ' 

Beyond it was green light, so brilliant it was impossible to 
upon. , Silhouetted against.the brightness for a moment loomed 
a figure — a figure of unearthly slimness and height. Only 
for a second did Elak see it ; then the curtain swung back into 
place and'the'yisitant was gone. 

Whispering throug^ the temple dime a voice, like the spft 
mdrrftur of tiny, rippling waves;- And it said : f 

“I am Mbyana. Why do you seelc me?” ■ . 

- 7. Karkpra . . 

And I saw a beast coming up out of the sea; having ten horns 
and- seven heads, and op his horns ten diadems, and upon his 
heads names of blasphemy . . . and the dragon gave him his 
power, and his throne, and great authority. 

Revelations xiii. I. , 

ELAK’S wet hand crept to his rapier. There had been no 
menace in the Whisper, but it* was strangely— inhuman. And * 
the silhouette he had' seen was .not that of any earthly woman. 
Yet he answered quietly enough, no trernor in his voice : 

“I seelc the dragon throne of Cyreria. And" I come to you 
for aid against Karkora.” » . , 

TjieTe was silence. When the whisper came again, it had 
in it all-the sadness o( waves and wind? ° « * 

"Must I aid you? /^gainst Karkora?” 

You know what manner 6f being ho is?” Elak. questioned. 
Aye— I know thfet well. ' The metallic curtain shook; 
‘S&at youwelf. You are tired — how are you named?” 

‘“Elak." . - 

"Elak, then — listen. I will tell you of the coming of Karkora, 
and of Erykion the sbrcerer. And fef Sepher, whom rioved.” * 
There was a pause ; then the low whisper resumed. * 

• ‘‘Who I am. \ynat I am, you need not know, but you shuold 
understand that I am not . entirely', human. My ancestors 
dwelt in this sunken city. And I — well, for ten years ,1 took 
human shape’and dwelt with Sepher as his wife. I loved him, 

“Now in the court dwelt Trykipn, a wizard; His magic 
"was not that of the # sea, soft and kindly as the waves, but of a 



darker sort. Erykion' delved in ruined temples and pored over 
forgotten manuscripts of strange lore. * His vision went back- 1 
even "before the sea-folk sprang from the loins; o Poseidon, 
and he opened the forbidden gates bf Space and Time, He 
offered to give me a child, and I listened td him, to my sorrow. 

“1 shall not tell you of the months I spent in strange temples , 
before the dreadful altaps, I shall not tell you of Erykion’^ 
magic. I bore' a son — deadi ! ‘ , 

The silver curtain shook f it was long before the unseen 
speaker resum,ed. “And this son was frightful. He was 
deformed in ways I cannot let myself remember. Sprcery 
had made him inhuman. Yet he was my son. , 

“ I shall not harm him,” Erykion told me. Nay, I shall 
give him powers beyond those, of any god or man.. Some" day 
he shall rule this world and others. Only give him to me, 
Mayana.’ And 1 hearkened. 

“Now of Erykion ’s sorcery I know little. Something had 
entered into the body of my'son while I bore him, and whatTihis 
thing was I do not know. It was dead, and it awoke, Erykion 
awok|: it. He took this blind, dumb, maimed man-child and 
bore it to his home in th§ depths of the*mountains. ' With 
his magic he deprived it of any vestige of the five senses. Only 
life remained, and the unknown dweller within. __ 

“1 remembered something Erykion had once told me. 
‘We have inrns a sixth sense, primeval and submerged, wkich 
qjn be .very'powerful once it is brought to light.* I know how 
to do that. A blind man’s hearing may -become jfcute ; his 
power goes to the senses remaining. If a child, at birth, be 
deprived of all five* senses, his power will go to this sixth sensed 
My magic- can insure, that.” So Erykion made of my man- 
child a being blind and dumb and without consciousness almost; 
tor years he worked his, spells and opened the gates of Time 
and Space, letting alien powers /food through. This sixth 
sense within the .child grew stronger*. And the dweller in his 
mind waxed great, unbound . by the earthly, fetters that bind , 
humans. This is my son -'—my man-child— Karkdva. the 
Pallid One!” ' *. ' 

ANO silence. And again the whisper resumed. 

“Yet it is not strange that Tdo not entirely hate and loathe 
Karkora. 1 know lie is a burning horror and a thing , that 
should • not exist ; yet I gav'e him birth. And so, when he 
enteVed the mind of Sepher, his father, I fled to this my castle. 
Here I. dwell alone with my shadows. I strove to forget that 
once I lenew the? fields and skies and hearths of earth. Here, 
in piy won place,. I forgot. — . . » 

“And you seek me to ask aid.” There was anger in the 
soft murmuft ‘Aid to destroy that which came from my 
flesh!” _ • . -<• 

Elak said, quietly, “Is Karkora ‘s flesh — ydRrs?” 

. “By Father Ppseidon, no! I loved the human part of' 
Karkora, and little dt that is left now. The Pallid One is — is— 
he has a thousand frightful powers, through his one stfange 
sense. It has -opened* for -- him" gateways that should remain 
always* locked. He walks in othgr woflds, beyond unlit seas, 
across the nighjed voids beyond earth. And I know he seeks 
to spread his dominion .over all. Kiriath ffll to him, and I 
think Cyrena. . In time hr will take at Atlantis. and more than 
that.” * - ' 

Elakusked, “This Erykion, the wizard — what of him?” 

“I do not know,” Mayana said. “Perhaps; he dwells in his 
citadel yet, with- Karkora. Nd,t for years Have I Seen the 
sorcerer.” , . -* ( 

“Cannot Karkora be slain?” ■ ‘ 

There was a long pause. Then the whisper said, “I -^now 
not. His body, resting in the q,tadel,is mortal, but that which 
dwells within it is not. If you could reach the body of Karkora 
-^ven so you could not slay him.” 

“Nothing can kill the Pallid Oife?’ ! Elak asked. 1 ‘ 

“Do» not ask me this!” Mayana’s voice said with angry 
urgency. ‘One thing, one talisman exists— and this l : shall not 
’ *and“nnot give you." 

’I am'minded to force your talisman from you," Elak said’ 
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slowly, "If I can. Yet I do not wish to do this thing.” 

FROM beyond tfie curtain came a sound that startled the man— 
a low, hopeless sobbing tha\ had in it alb the bleak sadness 
of the tnpumful sea. Mayana said brokenly : 

"It is ..cold in my kingdom, Elak— -cold, and lonely. Andtl 
have'no soul, only my life, while it lasts. My span is long, but . 
when it ends there wij| be only darkness, for I am of the sea- 
folk. Elak, ^ I have dwelt for a time on earth, and I would 
dwell there ’again, in green fields with the bright cofnflowers 
and daisies, gay amid' the grass — with the fresh winds of earth 
caressing, me. The hearth-fires, the .sound»of human voices, 
and a man’s love— my Father Poseidon knows how I long for 
these again.” 

"The talisman,” Elak said. * * 

"Aye, the talisman. You .may not have if.” 

Elak said very quietly, "^Kfoat manner of world will this be 
if Karkora should rule?” 

There was 3 shuddering, indrawn breath. * Mayana said,* 
"You are. right. You shall have'' the talisman, if you should- 
need it. It may be that you can defeat Karkora jyithout it. 

I only pray that it may be so. Here is my word, then : in 
your hour of need. and not'until then, I shall sendyou’the talis- 
man. And now go.. Karkora ha§ an earthly vessel if! Segher. 
Slay Sepher. Give me your blade, Elak.” 

Silently Elak unsheathed his rapier and extended it hilt-first. 
The curtain parted. Through it slipped a hand. 

A hand— unhurngn, strange!. Very slender and pale, it was, 
milk-white, with the barest suggestion .of scales on th£ smooth, 
delicate texturefof the skint The fingers, were slim and elon- 
gated, seemingly without Joints, and filmy webs grew between 
them. • 

The hand took Elak’s weapon and withdrew behind the 
curtain. Then it reappeared, again holding the rapier. Its , 
blade glowed with a pale greenish radiance. 

“Your steel will slay Sepher now. And it will give Kim 
’ peace.” Elak gripped the hilt ; <he unearthly hand made a 
quick archaic gesture above the weapon. 

"Sa I send a message to Sepher, my husband. And — Elak — 

. kill him swiftly. A thrust through the eye into the brain will 
not hurt.too n^Dch.” 

Then, suddenly* the hand thruSt out and touched Elak upon 
the brow. He was conscious of a swift dizziness, a wild exal- 
tation that* surged ^through him irr hot wav£s. Mayana whis- 
pered.: ' ' * - ' . . 

* You shall drink of my strength, Elak. • Without it, you 
cannot hope to face Karkora. Stay with me for a moon- 
drinking the sea-power and Poseidon’s magic.” * ■ it- 

"A t mqpn — — 

"Tune will not exist. You will sleep, and while you sleep 
strength will pour into yop. . And when you awake, you. may go 
forth to bSltlerr^trong!” ■ . 

The giddiness mounted ; Elak felt his senses leaving him, 
He whisjsered, “ Lycon-!— J, must give him a messag e. » ” • 
"Speak to him, then, and he will" hear.' My sorcery will 
open his hears.” . ' t ' 

Dimly, as though from faraway, Elak heard' Lycon’s startled 
voice. . 

"\^ho calls me? Is it you, Elak? -Where— I see no one on 
this lonely cliff.” " ’ . 

"Speak -to him!” Mayana commanded. And Elak obeyed. 
"Iam safe, Lycon. Here I must stay forgone moon,, alone. 
You must not wait. • I have a tftsk for you,” . 

There was the sound. of., ^$tif led. oath.- “What task?” / ' 
"Go north to Cyrena. Find "Dalgn, or, failing that, gather 
an army. Cyrena must be ready when Kiriath marches. Tell 
Dalan.if you find him, what I have done, and that I will be 
with him in one moon. Then let the Druid guide your steps. 
And— Jshtar guide you, Lycoh." * 

Softly came the far yoke : "And Mother Ishtar be your 
shield. I’ll obey. Farewell.” ' ■ ; ' 

. .Green. darkness drifted across Elak’s vision., , 

Dimly, through closifig- eyes, he vaguely saw the^curtain 



before him swejft aside^and a dark silhouette rfihving forward— 
a shape slim and tall beyond human stature, yet delicately 
v feminine withal. Mayana made a summoning gesture— and 
the shadowy flowed into the temple. * ' *, 

They swept down upon Elak, bringing him darkness, and 
cool* soothing quiet. He rested and slept* and the enchJmtcd 
, strength of the sea-woman poured into the citadel of his soul. 

v . ’ V ~ ' 

■' 8. The Dragons Throne. - , 

„ Dust .of the stars was. finder our feet, glitter of stars above — 
Wrecks of our wrath dropped"* reeling^ down as we fought and 
we spurned'and we strove. 

Worlds upon worlds we tossted aside.-and sacttered them .to and 
fro, f ’ ' . 

The night that we stormed* Valhalla, a million years, ago 1 

' —Kipling. 

THE moon waxed and Waped, and at last Elak awoke, t on the . 
further shore, by the cavern moth.that lgjj to the upper world. 
The underground fne^e lay silent at his feet, still bathed in the 
soft green glow. In the* distance the islet was, arid he could' 
make out the white outline of the temple upon it. The 'temple 
wherg he had slept for a mopth. But-there.was no sign of life. 

. No shadows stirred in the depths beneath him. Yet' within 
himself he sensed 3 secret well <5f powerthat had not been there 
before. 

Pondering, he retraced his steps through the winding passage!, 
across the rock bridge to the high ramp o£ the plateau. . The 
plain was deserted. The sun was westering, and a cold wind 
blew bleakly, from the sea. • 

Elak shrugged. His gaze turned north, «md his hand touched 
the rapier-hilt. ' • , 

"First, a horse," he grunted. "And then; — Sepher! AElade 
for the king's .throat!”- 

So within fcwq, hours a mercenary soldier 1 lay dead, hiS blood 
-staining h leathern funic, and Elak galloped north on a stolen 
steed. Hard arid fast he rode, through Kiriath, and whispers 
were home to his ears on the gustlng winds, Sepher was net 
longer in his eity, they said. » At the head of a vast army 
he was sweeping north to the Gateway, the • mountaiif'pass- that 
led to Cyrena.. From the very- borders of Kiriath ’warriors 
were coming in Answer to the king’s summons ; mercenaries 
. and adventtlrers hooded in to serve imder Sepher. He paid 
well and promised rich plunder— th^ sack of Cyrena. 

A trail of blood marked- Elak’s path. Two horses he rode 
to death. But at last the Gateway lay behind him ; he had 
thundered through Sham Forest and forded Monra River, 

- Against the horizon towered a battlemented castle, and this was 
Elak’s goal, ^foere Grander had 'ruled. Here was the dragon 
throne, the heart of Cyrena. ' 

Elak rode across the drawbridge and into the courtyard. 
He cast his mount § reins to' a gaping servitor, leaped from the 
horse,„and ijiced across the yard. He knew each step of the 
t way. In this castle He. had been bor/i. 

And rkfw the throne-'Voom, vast, high-ceilinged,,warm with 
afternoon sunlight. Men were gathered there. Princes and 
lords of .Cyrena. Bajons, dukes,' minor chieftains. By the ’ 
Krone— D^Jan. 'And beside him, Lycon, round face set* in 
{unaccustomed hafsh lines, for once sober and stoady on 'his 

f "My Mider! ’ Lycon roared. “Elak!.. Eiak\" . - 

.The Atlantean pushed his-, way - through the murmuring 
undecided crowd. * He came to stand beside the thrpne. . His 
had gripped 'Lycon’s shoulder jmd squeezed painfully. The 
* little man grinned, • • » 

"Ishtar be praised,” Lycon murmured. “Now I can get 
drunk again.’ ' ; , ' 

Dalan said, “I watched, you in the crystal, Elak. But I 
could not aid. The magic of the Pallid £)ne battled my own. 
Yet T think you have other , magic now-rSea-sorcery.” He 
turned to the moB. His lifted arms quieted them. j* 

' "This is yoqr king,” Dalan said. 

Voices -were raised, some in’ approbation, some to angry 
protest and objection. A tall, lean oldster shouted, "Aye — 
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this is Zeulas, returned ottce more. This is Oranderis brothfcV." 

“ Be^ silent, Hira,” another' snapped. " This scarecrow 
, Cyrena’s king?” " • ~ , 

Elak flushed? and took a half-s^ep forward. Dalan’s voice 
halted him. ' ' . v « 

You disbelieve, Gorlias?” he asked. “Well— d ’you know 
of a worthier man?; Will you sit on the dragon throne?”* 
-Gorlias . looked at the Druid' with an oddfy frightened air.; 
he fell silent and turned a\vay. The others broke irito a renewed 
chorus of quarrelling. • • • 

Hira silenced them. His lean face, was triumphant. “There's 
• one sure test. Let him take it." 

He turned 'to Elak. “The" lords of Cyrena have fought like 
, a pack of snarling' dogs since Oranderjs death! Each wanted 
the throne. . Baron Kond" yelled louder than the rest. Dalan 
offereddiim the dragon throne, in the name of .Mider, if he could a 
hold it" ^ 

FROM the others a low whisper went up — uneasy, fearful. 
Hira continued : 

Kond mounted the dais*a month ago and sat on tfie throne. 
And he died! The bres of Mider slew 1 him.” 

“Aye.” Gorlins whispered. “Let this Elak sit upon the 
throne!" 

A chorus of assent arose. Lycon looked worried. 

- He murmured, “It's true. Elak. J saw it. Red fire came 
Out of nowhere and burned Kopd to a cinder." , 

Dalan was silent, his ugly -face impassive. Elak, watching 
the Druid, .could not read a message yi thf shallow 'black ; 
eyes. ‘ . 

Gorlias said, “If you can sit on -the throng, I’U follow you. ■ 
If hot — you’ll be dead. Well?” ‘ 

, Elak did not speak. He turned and mounted the dais.. 
For a moment he paused before the great throne* of Gyfena, 
his" gaze dwelling on the golden dragon that writhed across its 
back, the golden dragons on the arms. For ages the - kings of 
Cyrena had ruled frpm this seat, ruled with-honor and chivalry 
under the dragon. And now Elak renumbered how. in Posei- 
donia, he had felt himself unworthy to mount the. throne. 1 
.Would the fires of Mider slay him if He took his dead brother's 
place? - ■ . 

Silently Elak prayed to his god. /“If I'm -unworthy, v he 
told Mider, with no thought of irreverence, but as pne warrior ' 

. to. apother, “ then slay me, rather than let the throne be dis- 
honoured. Yours is the judgment." * 

He took his place on the dragon throne. , 

Silence fell like a pall on the great room. The' faces of the 
crowd were intent, and strained. Lycon’s breath came fast. 
The Druid's hands, hidden under the . brown robe, made- a - 
.quick furtive gesture ; his lips , moved without sound. 

RED light flashed-, out above the throne. Through the room, 

, a cry rose and mounted, wordless, fearful. The fires of Mider 
* flamed up in glaring brilliance and cloaked Elak! 

They hid him in a twisting crimson pall. They swirled 

- about him, blazing with hot radiance. „ . 

They swept into a strange, fantastic shape— a coiling sil- 
houette that grew steadily more distinct, , - 

A dragon of flame coiled itself about Elakl 
And -suddenly it was gone, Lycfon ’was gasping oaths.’ 
The others were milling about in a confused mob. * Dalan stood 
motignjess, smiling’ slightly. 

And on the dragon throne Elak sat unharmed! No breath 
of fire had scorched or blistered him ; no hfeat had redded 
his skin„- His eyes were blazing ; he sprang up and unsheathed 
Ris rapier. Silently he lifted it. 

There was a clash of. ringing blades. A forest of bright 
steel lifted. A great^shoat- bellowed but. . 

The lords of Cyrena swore allegiance to their king! 

Now, however* Elak found that his task had scarcely begun. 
The armies of Sepher were not yet in Cyrena* {he king of > 
Kiriath was waiting beyortd the -mountain barrier till he had 
.gathered, his full strength. But he' would- march soon, and 



Cyrena must by them be organized to resist him. - . 

“Karkora 'didn't invade Kiriath.” Elak said to Dafen one 
day as they rodfe through Sharn Forest. “He invaded the. mind 
of the kirig instead. . why does he depend on armies to conquer 
Cyrena? - ^ 

Dalan’s Shapeless, brown robe flapped against* his. horse’s 
flanks. “Have tou forgotten Orander? 'He tried there, and 
failed. Then there was' no single ruler here. If he’d stolen 
the mind of Kond or Gorfeis he’d> still have had the other nobles 
against him. And conquer Cyrena he must, for it’s the strong- 
hold of Mider and the Druidsi> Karkora knows he must destroy „ 
us_ before he can rule this world and others, as he intends. ■ 
Sq he uses. Sepher and Kiriath’s army. Already he’s gwen, 
orders to slaughter each, Druid.” ' 

“What of Aynger?!’ Elak demanded. . y 

“A message came from hipi today. He has gathere'd his 
Amenalks in the mountains beyond the Gateway. They wait*' , 
for -our word. Barbarians, Elak — but good allies. 8 They 
fight like mad wolves." ‘ , 

CyrenS rose to arms.* From steading and farm, castle and ’• 
citcufel, city and fortress, the iron men came streaming. The 
roads glitterfcd with bright steep and rang to the clash of horses' 
hoofs. The, _di agon banners fluttered in the chill winds of 
winter. ’ - • . . • ’ 

Rise and arm! In the name of Mider and the Dragon, 
draw, your blade! _ So the‘messengers called ; so the word went 
forth. Rise ag'ainst Kiriath dnd Sepher! 

The defending swords of Cyrena ^flashed bright, fhey 
thirsted for blood. . 

, And Sepher of Kiriath rode north against the Dragon. 

• 9. The Hammer pf Ayflger. 

And a strange mysic .went with him, ! 

Loud and yet Strangely far ; . 

The wild pipes of the western land, 

V. Too keen for the ear to understand, 

■Sang high and deathly on each band * 

- When the dead man went to war. 

' . —Chesterton. 

THE first snows of winter lay white on the Gateway* All 
aroutid towered the tall, frosted, peaks of the mountain barrier, 
and a bitter wind gusted strongly- through the pass. Within 
a month deep snow and avalanches would ihake the Gateway 
almost impassable. , ,j - . . 

The pass was seven miles; long, and narrow in only a few, 
spots. For the most part it was a broad valley bounded by the 
craggy -cliffs. Canyons opened intd it. 

-Dawn had flamed and spread in the east.' The sun hung 
above a snow-capped peak-. South qf a narrow portion of the 
Gateway part of Cyrena’s' army waited. Behind them were, 
reinforcements. Upon the crags were archers and arbalesters, 
waiting to rain death upon the invaders. Steel-silver moved 
against a background of white snow and black gripr rocks.' 

, Ejak was- astride a war-horse upon a small hillock, j, Hira 
rode up’, gaunt old face keenly alert, joy of battle in the* faded 
eyes. He saluted swiftly. «, • > 

“The bowmen are placed and ready,” he said. “We’ve got 
rocks and boulders into position to crush Se (Tier's army, should 
it get too far.” ■ , ’ ! 

Elak nodded. He wore chain-armor, gold encrusted, with 
a close-fitting helm of gleaming, steel. His wolf face was taut 
• vrith excitement, and he curbed the steed as it curvetted. ’ • 

1 “Good, Hira. ' You are in command there. I trust your ’ 
judgment.” ** ' - 

As. Hsra departed Dalan and Lycon . arrived, the -latter 
flushed and unsteady in his saddle. He gripped a drinking- 
born and swilled inead from it occasionally. His. long sword 
slapped the horse’s flank. 

‘The minstrels will make a song of this battle,” he observed. 

: “Even the* gods will eye it with some interest!” 

“Don't blaspheme,” Dalan said, and turned to Elak “I’ve 
a message from - Aynger. His savage Amenalks wait in that 
side cpnyan”— 3he Druid flung' out a pointing hand — “and 
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will come when we need them." 

‘AAye,’* Lycon broke in , "I saw them. Madmen and demons , 
They’ve painted -themselves blue as the ?kj? and ate armed' 
with Scythes and flails and hammers, arribng other, thing?. 
And they're playing tunes on their pipes and bragging, each 
louder than the othe'r. Only Aynger sits silent, fondling his 
Helm-Breaker. He looks like $n image chipped out of gra*y 
stone.” • 

At the metnofy Lycon shivered and then gulped the rest of 
the mead. "Faith,’’ he said sadly, “the horn’s empty. Well 
I must get more,’’ 1 And off he went, reeling in thfc Saddle. 

"Drunken little dogj” Elak remarked. ’“But his hand 
will be steady enough on the sword.” * . * 

Far away a trumpef shouted shrilly, *resounding among the 
peaks: Now the fore guard of v Sepher’s Srmywas visible as a 
glitter of steel on, casques' and lifted spearheads. Along the 
pass they came, steadily, inexorably, in' dose battle formation. 
The trumpet sang and skirled. *' 

In response drums of Gyrena snarled answer. : They rose fo a 
throbbing, menacing roar. Cymbals 'clashed resoundingly. 
The banners of the dragon flung out stiffly in the cold blast. 

Kiriath rode without a standard. In silence, save for the 
dashing of metallic hoofs and -the angry screaming of the 
trumpet, they came, a vast arrky that flooded into, the valley. 
Pikefnen, archers, knights,- mercenaries — on they came, intent 
on conquest find plunder. Elak could not see Sepher, though 
h'i^ gaze searched far the long. 

And slowly the invaders increased their speed, almost im- 
perceptibly at first, and then more swiftly till through the 
Gateway * Kiriath charged and thundered, lances lowered,- 
, swords flashing. The trumpet shouted ur|ent menace* 

Dalan’s gross body moved uneasily in his saddle. He 
unsheathed his long blade. 

Elak looked around. Behind him the army waited. Every- 
thing was -ready. 

Th^king of Cyrena rose in his stimiRS. He lifted his rapier 
and gestured with it. He shouted : . v 

“ Charge ! Her— the Dragon}" * - - 

WITH a roar Cyrena swept forward down the pass. Closer 
and closer the two vast forces came. The drums roared death. 
From the icy peaks the clamor resounded thunderously. 

^ A cloud of arrows^ flew. Men fell, screaming. Then, with 
a crash that seemed to shake the-mountainous walls of the Gate- 
way, the armies met. '■ 

It was like a thunderclap. All sanity and coherence Vanished 
"in a maelstrom of red and silver-steel, a whirlpodl, an avalanche* 
of thrustihg spears, speeding arrows, slashing blades. Elak. 
was instantly, surrounded b^ foes. His rapier flew swift' as 
a striking snake ; k>loo<Lstairied its length. His horse shrieked 
and fell hamstrung tp the ground. Elak leaped free and saw 
Lycon- charging to the rescue. • The little man was wielding a 
sword alrpost as long' as himself, but his pudgy fingers -handled 
it with surprising ease. ' He lopped off one man’s head, ruined 
another's face with a well-placed kick of his steel-Shod foot, and 
then Elak had leaped astride a riderless steed. 

Again .he plunged into the fray. The brown bald head of 
Dalan was rising and. falling some distance away ; the Druid 
roared like a beast as his sword whirled and flew, and bit deep. 
Blood SOaked the brown robe. Dalan’s horse seemed like a 
creature possessed} it. screamed shrilly. Mowing through red, 
inflamed nostrils, snapped . viciously and -reared and struck 
with kniferedged hoofs. Druid and charger raged like a burn- 
ing pestilence amid the battle ; sweat and blood mingled on 
Dylan’s toad face. ' . 

Elak caught sight of Sepher. The ruler of Kiriath bronzed; 
bearded giant towered above his men, fighting in deadly silence. 
"Smiling wolfishly, Elak drove toward the king. ■’ ■ 

From the distance came the thin high wailing pipes. Out 
of the side canyon' men cSme pouring — barbarous men, half 
naked, their lean bodies smeared bhje with woad. .The me* of 
Aynger! . At their head ran Aynger himself, his gray beard „ 
flying* brandishing the hammer Helm-Breaker. The gray 



giant leaped upon a fock, gesturing toward the forces of Kiriath . 
"Slay the oppressors!” he bellowed. "Slay! Slay!’’ 

The weird pipes of the Amenalks shrilled their answer. 
The blue-painted men swept forward. 

From the ranks of Sepher ari arrow flew. It sped toward 
Aynger. It pierced his bare throat and drove, deep — deep! 

' The Amenalk, leader bellowed ; his huge body arched like 
a bow. , Blood spurted from his mouth. . ‘ 

A battalion charged , out" from the ranks of Kiriath’. ,They - 
sped toward the Amenalks-, lances’ lowered,, pennons flying. 

Aynger fell! Defid, he toppled from the rock into the' lifted 
arms of his*men. The pipes skirled. The Amenalks, -bearing 
“ their leader, turned arid fled back into the valley!. 

Cursing, Elak dodged fi shrewcTthrust, killed his assailant, 
and spurred toward Sepher. The hilt of his rapier was slippery 
with blood. His body, under the chain armor, was a mass of 
agonizing bruises, blood gushed from more than one wound. 
His brath rasped in his throat. The stench of sweat and bloSd 
choked him ; he drove over ground carpeted with the writhing 
bodies of men and horses. 

Down the valley Dalan fought and bellowed his rage. The 
Tattle-thunder crashed oh the towering crags and sent deafening 
echoes through the Gateway. 

Still the. trumpets of Kiriath called ; still the drums and 
cymbals of Cyrena shouted their defiance. 

And still Sepher slew, coldly, remorselessly, his bronzed facd 
. expressionless. 

Kiriath gathered itself and charged. The forces of Cyrena 
were forced back, fighting desperately each step of the way. 
’Back to the narrowing of the pass they were driven. 

High above the archers loosed death on Kiriath. ’ ■ 

With ever-increasing "speed Sepher’s army thrust forward. 
A gust qf ..panic touchechsthe ranks of Cyrena.. A dragon 
- banner was captured and slashed into flying shreds by keen 
blades. _ 

Vainly Elak strove to rally his men. Vain y thp Druid 
bellowed- threats. 

The retreat became a rout. Into the narrow defile the army 
fled, jammed into, a struggling, fighting mob. An orderly 
retreat might have saved the day, for Kiriath could have been 
trapped in the narrow pass and ‘crippled by boulders thrust 
down by the men stationed above. As it was; Cyrena was 
helpless, 'waiting to be slaughtered. 

Kiriath charged. . ’ m 

.QUITE suddenly Elak heard a. voice. Jn through the moun- 
tains. Above the call of trumpets came the thin wailing of 
pipes. Louder jt grew, and louder. • 

From the side canyon the blue barbarians of Amenalk rushed 
in disorderly array. In their van a group , ran together with 
lifted shields. Upon the shields was the body of Aynger ! 

Weirdly, eerily, the Car-piercing, skirling of the pipes ‘of. 
Amenalk shrilled out.' The woad-painted savages, made with 
blood-frenzy, raced after the corpse of their ruler. 

Dead Aynger led his men to war ! 

The Amenalks fell on s the rear of the invaders. Flail? and 
scythes and blades swung and glittered, and were lifted drip- 
ping red. A giant sprang -upon the shield-platform, astride 
the body of Ayngef. In his hand he brandished a wat-hammer. 
"Helm-Breaker!" he shouted. . “Her-Helm-Breaker!" 

He leaped down ; * the great, hammer rose and "fell and 
slaughtered. Casques and helms shattered under the smashing 
, blows ; the Amenalk wielded Helm-Breaker in a circle of scarlet 1 
death about him. . ‘ *• ”, 

Helm-Breaker \ Ho. — slay ! Slayl" - 
Kiriath- swayed in. confusion under the onslaught. , In that 
breathing-space Elak and Dalan rallied their army. " Cursing, 

. yelling, -brandishing steel, they whipped order out 'of chaos. 
Elak snatched a dragon banner from the dust, lifted it high.. 

He turned "tis horse’s head down the -valley. One hand 
lifting the standard, one gripping his bared rapier, he drove 
his spurs deep. ' - 5 . * 

''Ho, the Dragon'.” he shouted. " Cyrena] Cy renal’’ / 
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Down upon Kiriath he thundered. Behind him. rede Lygon ' 
and tKe Druid. Apd after them the remnants' of ah army 
poured. ..Hira led his archers from the cliffs. ‘The arbalasters 
came bounding like mountain goats, snatching up swords and 
spears.-pouring afoot after their king. 

“ Cy renal" * • . 

The drums and cymbals’ roared out again. Through the 
tumult pierced the thin, .weird calling of the. pipes. 

• « “ Helm- Breaker] "Slayl Slayl" * 

And, then madness — a hell of shouting, scarlet battle through 
which Elak charged, ,Da!an and Lycon beside' him, -riding 
straight- for the bushy beard that marked Sepher. . On and on, 
over screaming horses and dying men, through a whirlpool of 
flashing, thirsty steel, thrusting, stabbing, hacking — *— ' 

The face of Sepher rose up before Elak. 

The ^bronzed face of_Kiriath’s king^was impassive ;• jn his 
cold eyes dwelt something inhuman. Involuntarily an- icy 
shudder racked Elak. As he paiisecl momentarily the brand 
of Sepher whirled up and fe'I shattering 'in a gjreat blow. 

Elak did not try to escape. He poised his rapier, -flung him- 
self forward* ifi his stirrups sent the sharp blade thrusting out. 

The enchanted steel plunged into Sepher’s throat. »■ Simul- 
taneously Flak fe't his back go numb under the sword-cut ; 
his armor tqre raggedly. The blade dug deep into the body ' 
of the war horse. * 

The light went out of Sepher’s eyes. He remained for a 
►. heart beat upright in his*sadd!e. Then his face changed. 

It darkened wit? swift corruption. It blackened jmd rotted 
before 'Elak’s- eyes. Death, so' long held at bay sprang like 
a crouching beast. 

A foul and loathsome thing fell forward and tumbled from 
the saddle. It dropped to the'Uoody. ground and lay motionless. 
Black ichor oozed. out from the chinks of the’ armor ; the face 
stared up blindly at thg sky was'a frightful thing. • ‘ 

*A‘nd without : - arnin;- darkness and -utter silence dropped 
-down and shrouded Elak. 

10. The Black. Vision 

. And the devil that deceived them was cast into the lake of 
fire and brimstone, where are also the beast and the false prophet 
and they shall be tormented day and "night for ever and ever. 

■ ' * — Revelations xx v 10. 

HE felt again the dizzy vertigo that presaged the coming of 
Karkora. A high-pitched, droning. whine rang shrilly in his 
ears ; he felt a sense of, swift movement. A picture came. 

. Once- more he saw the giant crag that towered amid* the 
mountains. The dark tower lifted from its summit. Elak was 
drawn forward ; iron gates opened in the basa of the pinnacle. 
They closed as he passed through. ? 

The high whining had ceased. It was. cimmerian dark. 
But in the gloom a Presence moved and stirred and was conscious 
. of Elak. 

► The Pallid One sprang into. view. 

: He felt* a Sense of whirling disorientation; his thoughts 
grew . inchoate and confused. They were-. slipping .away, 
spinning into the empty dark. In their place something crept 
•and grew; a weird mental invasion took place? Power of 
Karkora surged through Elak’s brain, forcing back the man’s 
consciousness- and soul,, thrusting them out and back into the 
void. A dreamlike sense of unreality oppressed Elak. 

' Silently he called upon Dalan. " 

i Dimly a golden flame flickered' up, far away. Hak heard 
the Druicbs voice whispertng faintly, -out of the abyss. ® 

“ Mider — aid him, Mider *■” . 

■Fires of Mider van^hed. Elak felt again the sghse of swift 

movement. He was lifted * 

The da'rlmess was gone. -Gray light bathed him. He was, 

* seemingly, in the tower on {he summit of the crag — the citadel 
of Karkora. But the place was unearthly i • 

The planes and angles of the room in which Elak stood were 
Varped 'and twisted insanely. Laws of matter and geometry 
seemed to have gone mad. Crawling curves swept obscenely 
in strange motion ; there was no* sense of perspective. The 



gray light was alive. It crept and shimmered. And the white 
shadow of Karkora blazed forth -with chill and dreadful radi- 
ance.- 

. Elak remembered the w6rds of Mayana, the sea-witch, as 
she spoke of her monstrous son Kafkora. » 

“He walks in other worlds, 'beyond unlit seas, across thenighted 
voids beypnd earth" * , . • 

Through the .whirling chaos a face swam, inhuman, mad, 
and terrible. A man’s face, indefinably bestializea and de- 
graded, with a sparse white beard _and glaring eyes. Again 
Elak recalled Mayanak mention of Erykion, the, wizard -who 
had. created the Pallid One* * . . 

“Perhaps he dwells in his citadel yet, with Karkora. Mot 
for yearj have I seen {he sorcerer.” * 

If this were. Erykion, then he had fallen victim to his own 
creation. The warlock was insane. Froth, dribbled on the 
straggling beard; the- mind and soul had been drained from 
him. # . . ' . „ 

He ^-as swept back and vanished in the grinding maelstrom 
of the frightful lawless' geometrical chaos. Flak’s eyes acfteii- 
as he stared, unable to stir a muscle. The shadow, of the 
Pallid One gleamed whitely before him. 

The planes and angles changed ; pits and abysses opened 
before Elak.. He looked through strange gateways. He*scw 
other worlds, and with his flesh -shrinking in cold horror he 
stared into the depths of the Nine: Hells. Frightful life swayed 
’ into motion before his eyes. Things of inhuman shape rose 
up out of the nighted depths. A charnel wind choked him. 

TKe sense of mental assault grew stronger ; Ela]c felt his 
mind slipping away unde?- the dread impact of alien power. 

Unmoving, deadly, Karkora watched 

“ Mider,” Elak prayed. “ Mider- -aid me!” 

The mad planes swept about faster, in a frantic saraband of 
evil. The dark vision swept out, opening wider vistas before 
Elak. He saw unimaginable and blasphemous things. Dwellers 
in the outer dark, horrors beyond earth life- — 

The white shadow of Karkora 'grew larger. The crawl ng 
radiance shimmered lepro&sly. Flak's senses grew du’led ; his ‘ 
body, turned to ice. Nothing" existed but the 'now gigantic 
silhouette of Karkora ; the Pallid One reached icy fingers 
into Elak’s brain. 

The assault mounted like a rushing tide. There was no 
aid anywhere. There was only evil, and madness, and black, 
loathsome horror. ‘ . ’ 

• QUITE suddenly Elak heard a voice. > In it was the murmur 
of rippling waters. He knew Mayana spoke to him by strange 
magic. - . v _ 

“In your hour of need I bring you the talisman against ray 
son Karkora.’’ , 

The voice died ; the thunder of the seas rbared in Elak’s 
eart. A green veil bjotted out the mad, shifting planes and 
angfes. 4 Inihe e^nerald mists shadows floated — the- shadows of 
Mayana.- ‘ ** , 

They swept down upon' him. Something was thrust into 
his'hand^ometHing*warm and wet and slippery, 

■- He jifted it, staring. He grip’ped a ljearti bloody, throbbing 
— alive ! * 

The heart of Mayana! The heart beneath which '.Karkora 
had slumbered in the wombl The talisman against Kafkora. 

A shrill droning rose suddenly to a skilling shriek o| madness, 
tearing at Elak’s'ears, knifing through his brain. The bleeding, 
htjgrt in Elak’s hand drew; him forward. He took a slow step 
another. • ■ - *> 

About him the gray light pulsed and waned ; the -white 
shadow of Karkjrp grew gigantic. The ;mad planes danced 
-swjftly. . * • 

And then Elak was looking down at a pit on the edge of which 
he stood. Only in the depths of the deep hollow was the in- 
stability of the surrounding matter 'lacking. And below was 
a shapeless -and flesh-coloured hulk that lay inert ten feet down. 

It was man T sized and nakedr But it was not human. The 
pulpy arms had grown to the side$, ; the legs had grown together , 
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Not since birth had the thing moved by itself; « It was blind, 
and had no mouth, M head was a malformed grotesquerie 
of sheer horror. . , • 

Fat, deformed, utterly frightful, the tody of Karkora resfed _ 
in the' pit. _ „ > - 

The heart of Mayana seemed to tear itself from Elak’s hand: 
Like a plummet it dropped, and fell upon the breast of the 
hqrror below: , ■ 

A shuddering, wormlike motion shook Karkora. The. 
monstrous body writhed and jerked. - * 

From the bleeding heart blood crept out like a stain. f It 
spread over the, deformed horror. In a moment Karkora was 
no longer flesh-coloured, but fed as the molten sunset. 

And, abruptly, there was nothing in the pit but a slowly 
widening pool of scarlet. The Pallid One had'vanisHed. 

Simultaneously the ground shook 'beneath Elak ; he felt 
himself swept back. For a second he seemed to view the crag 
and tower from a distance, against the back-ground of snow- 
tipped peaks. ■ , 

The pinnacle swayed ; the crag rocked. They crashed 
down in thunderous ruin. 

; Only a glimp'se did Elak get ; then the dark curtain ‘blotted 
out his consciousness. He saw, dimly, a pale oval. It grew, 
a* more distinct. And it was t tig® face of Lycon bending above 
Elak, holding a brimming cup to the latter’s lips. 

“Drink!" he urged. “Drink deep!” 



Elak obeyed, then thrust the liquor away. He stood up weakly. 

HE was in the pass of the Gateway. Arobnd him the men of 
Cyrena rested, with here and there a blue-painted warrior* of 
Amenalk. Corpses littered the ground. Vultures wefe already 
‘ circling against the blue. - . 

Dalan was a few paces away, his shallow black eyes regarding 
Elak intently. He said, “Only one thing could have saved 

you in Kajrkora’s stronghold. .One thing ” 

Elak said grimly, “It was given me. Karkora is slain.” 

A cruel smile touched the Druid’s lipless . mouth. He 
whispered, “So may all enemies of Mider die.” 

Lycon broke in. “We’ye conquered,- Elak. The army of 
Kiriath’ fled when you killed Sepher.. And, gods, I’m thirsty!” 
He rescued the cup and drained it. 1 

Elak did not answer. His Wolf face was dark ; in his eyes 
• deep sorrow dwelt. He did not see 'the triumphant banners of 
the dragon tossing in the wind, nor did he erivisibn the throne 
of Cyrena that waited. He was remembering a low,' rippling 
voice that' spoke with longing of the fields and hearth-fires' 
.of earth, a slim, inhuman hand that had reached through a 
curtain— a sea r witch who had died to save a world to which 
she had never belonged- ’ ' ' * * 

The shadow was lifted from Atlantis ; over Cyrena the golden 
dragon rpled under great Mider But in a sunken city of marble . 
beauty the shadows of Mayana would mourn for Poseidon’S 
daughter. 



Qoddess of Zion llr H ™ 

. Was she real — or tvas she a mere pqinted dream from long ago? 



I T was my first trip to the Zion National Park, and *s i 
slowly drove through it, pausing now and then ‘to obtain 
a Better view of the multicoloured cliffs I was impressed 
with its grandeur and majesty. The Ganyon was rather 
wide when I drove into it but rapidly narrowed^ until finally 
the high walls were So close together .that they barely left spate 
for the road and the rushing mountain stream, which ran 
through it like a miniature Colorado River. The rock walls' 
were all colour? and where the sun hit them, sparkled like gigantic 
jewels. * 

The last week in August found few tourists in this waste 
* place of great Beauty. « Now and then an automobile would 
pass, but for minutes at a time I had a sense of loneliness and 
isolation from the world. I found . myself regretting that my 
dog* was not with me; she would not have appreciated the 
scenery, but, at least, sjie would have relieved my loneliness. 
At last I came to the end 'of the road. "Therffwas nothing 
to do but to turn around and go back, or leave the car and walk 
a few miles farther up the frail. The shadows were now 
deep,, almbst twilight, at thje bottom of the canyon though it 
was only midafternoon; As I stopped the car and left it by the 
aide of the road I looked to the left and 2 saw the great white 
throne. A huge mpuntain with almost smooth side.s, rearing 
its terrific mass upward sopie thousands of feet to end against 
a background of blue sky. 'A mountain of peculiar whiteness, 
bare of trees or any form of vegetation. And at the "very top' 
a circular opening so perfect in shape that jt seemed to, have 
been bored there by a gigantic-augep. 

I made a statement, “What a place to build a temple to wor- , 
ship God.!” And I asked myself a question; “ What is on the 
othey side of that hole Has anyone ever been through it to 
find out ? ” . . .. - . - 

Before I had time to even think of the answer, a car parked 
5 in back of mine and the driver walked over and joined- me. ' Hq. 
was a ydung man, large, yellow hair and blue eyes. Even before . 



- he spoke I mentally classified him as someone like a Greek. God. 
Not Jove or Vulcan but rather Apollo or Mercury.' 

“Rather fine;" *he commented, as he looked at the -white 
mountain. , , * 

‘ “More than fine,” I replied. “It has a mysterious way of. 
asking me questions I cannot, at least so fad find answers to.” 
“You wonder at it ” 

"I do. For example, what is on the other -side of that 
circular hole Has anyone -been back of it to find out. Was 
it made by water, wind or- some long- forgotten race ” 

“I judge," he commented, '“that this is ^our ; first visit to. 
Zion. You have never been up to the top ’ 

“Never, and it is my first" visit Have you been there ” 
.“Yes — at least I think" I have, but it was a long time ago — 
a very long time ago. Would you like to climb it ” 

“Not this' a’ftemopn,” I replied, lobking at my watch. “1 
have no desire to spend the night halfway up- But I might 
consider the trip tomorrow.” , , 

v V You really will go with me tomorrow ' he asked eagerly. 

- “Yes If you- think w£ can reach the top, and find Out some- 
thing more about that opening, I will accept your invitation. 
How long ago were you there?” . 

“I will tell you tomorrow. Suppose -we have supper and a 
night’s rest and then meet here. at dawn. We will see a lot of 
each other tomorfew, so it would be just as well to see little of 
each other today, I think it w.ijl be light soon after four in 
the morning, and we can leave our* cars right here. Better 
bring some food with you, chocolate and. sandwiches, or what-, 
ever you ,want. It will be a long walk.” * » 

“Dangerous?” ■ •' 

“Not especially. Slippery in spots, and Vou’d better wear 
rubber-soled shoes; but no need of ropes:- If you have done 
any mountain climbing at all you will have no difficulty. Of 
course it has been some years since' I was there, and there may 
have been changes the path.. If you find it too much for- 
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you, I will go on by myself. * In fact I have to. I promised to 
be- there." . " t 

THERE -was no suitable reply to make to that statement. 

‘ I did not want to be inquisitive ; so I told him I would meet 
'him, and ‘started my car. That bight I spent at the small - 
Lodge in the Canyan. After supper I looked up all the avail- 
able 'literature, especially historical facts, but found nothing 
•except that'the canyon had been discovered by the Mormons, 
and had only recently been made a- Natiohal Park and accessible 
to tourists through the building of a road. 

Before going to bed I asked the desk clerk whether anyone 
had ever been to the top of the" white mountain/ 

“Not that 1 know of,” he said laughingly. “I do not know. 

• why anyone would want to go there, for except to b’rag about 
hading been there. Of course I do not know? what there is 
, on the. back side, but as far as Kean see a man would have to 
be a human fly to climb it.’ * 

I DRESSED, had breakfast, bought some. food and was in 
my car by three-thirty the next mqrning. *At the end of the 
four-mile drive I saw the tail lights of another car. There 
was a little light but not much.. The man was*, standing by; 
his car, evidently waiting for me. We exchanged greeting's, 
and, he expressed his pleasure and slight astonishment that I 
had kept the appointment. . 

; “Hardly expected you . Before we do anything else suppose s 
vte become acquainted. My name, is Lief Larson and lately ' 
I have been living in WyomingT- 

. “And- 1 am John Erickson, from Boston,” I replied. ^ 
“Educated ”, ■ ' < 

“You. might call it that, if a few degrees mean education." 
"Not at all sensitive to the occult?” ■ ^ • 

“Hardly, though I do not know what you mean ; that is, 

I do not know - just Kow you use the word,” I replied. 

“Just now it doe| not make any difference. Not very light, 
but I guess you can fee if you follow me.” .. 

“You know the trail'” , 4 

‘‘fought to.” 

For three hours I followed him along a winding and slightly 
upward narrow path. He walked rapidly, with the ease and 
grace of a deer or a mountain lion. Often he had to wait for 
me. .At nine he sat down and I was glad to rest. We Were 
surrounded by sharp sides of what seemed to be a secondary 
canyon. The walls were i high and the /ock black and ver- 
milion. He pulled out of his pocket a large piece of chalk. 

"Better mark the path from now on. You may be coming ■ 
back by yourself.” * 

“I am lost already," I remarked with an Uneasy laugh.. 

“No. From here on back just take the easiest way downhill 
and it will take you back to the road. But as we go ahead 
just make a cross' mark or an arrow^very fifty feet on the rockfe.” 
Without any further conversation he started, and Dow we 
entered a' crack on the rock that was just wide enough for one 
person, and the walls were white. a 

•“Once you, are in. herd,” Larson explained, "there are only 
two ways to go; forward qr backward. The path widens 
considerably later qn, but there are no side, trails till we igjach 
the top of„the great white throne. It has been some time since 
I was- here last, but.it has not ' changed any. There are -some 
wall pictures around theinext turn.” . 

He was right. On the white rock, painted in startling- blacks, 
red and yellows the pictures rose twenty feet above the bottom 
of ' the path. Some day they will be found and copied and a 
book written about them. All I can say now is that there were 
at least three hundred figures,' lifej size, rather artistically done, 
and withfthe colours hardly faded. Men, women and animals. 
The men and women were fighting, ^working, loving and ap- 
parently worshipping. The animals I recognised the mam- 
moth - with downward-curving , tusks, the buffalo, de!er- and 
perhaps the beavers. Others seemed to go back hundreds of 
thousands of years, perhaps millions df years. There were 
figures, syc’h as the cross, the swastika and the crescent moon. 



The mdn arid women were brojvn and” red, but high above all 
other piefureston the wall was a*shite woman with golderi hair. 
She 'had been painted against a background of black, and 
in one hand she held a writhing snake, andrin the .other an ear 
of com. 

I had been walking slowly,. blit when I saw with sharply 
“twisted neck this white woman’s .picture, I paused- and sat 
down. My companion joined me. - 

- “This is. a most remarkable group of. wall paintings,”., I 
exclaimed. “ Do not pretend to hS an expert in such matters 
• but 'know enough about it to realize that these une-as fine as 
anything in America. What I cannot understand is that no 
one has ever , found 'them before. There should be a trail 
up here with satisfactory sfgns, and everyone who contes to 
Zion should come here.” 

“I am afraid that such publicity would spoil it. -Can you 
imagine a stand here for food and drink With postal cards, 
and booklets telling all- about it. I am afraid that she would 
not iike it.” ■ ;• 

- “You mean that the lovely woman high on the wall would, 
hot:.approve. After all it is just a painted Woman.” 

• “I am not' so sure about that. Are 8 you Do you suppose 

that she was just a dream placed on the rocks by those primitive 
artists Or did they have such a -woman-'in their lives " 

THERE did ndfsfefm to be any, answer. Perhaps he did no 
want his questions answered. At least , not at that time. We 
walked- on and now came to steps carved out of. the rock, and 
the steps were worn, either with water or the feet of men long 
dead. At times we went through long tunnels. Larson had 
brought a flashlight. He pointed it upwards'and "showed me 
the blackened ceiling. * - 

"They used torches in those days,” he explained. 

T could tell by myears that we were going up rather rapidly, 
and at last we came out through a short tunnel into brilliant 
daylight. We were on top. of a mountain. I looked around, 
Qn all sides were great depths. And on one side, was a circular 
hole. Without S word I -climbed into it and looked down. 
Below was the cement road. I could even see our two auto- 
mobiles, like little beetles, by that road, and goirtg up and down 
were other little car-bygs. All around us Were other moun- 
tains.'. But we were above them. 

“I told you,” cried Larson, in quite exhalation, “that L 
would bring you to thetop ami show you the’ circular opening, 
and there it is. From the Bottom of' the canyon it looks rather 
small, but up here you see it is rather large and the "base 'of 
it is level with the floor of the mesa. I think that it was origin- 
ally carved out by water, but as we see it? now it shows smoothing 
by human tools. > See that 'large circular stone in feck of it 
That is the Queen's throve. During the ceremony o^sa'crifice 
she sits on it. There is sacrifice of men and women but no 
blood up here because -the offerings to the Goddess are hurled 
down into the canyon, by a mammoth. They must have 
landed in the river. , It was much large/ ill those days and their 
dead bodies were washed-out of the canyon and finally eaten 
by the crows.” , ' . » 

I looked at him. He was saying ti all rather casually. In 
fact his matter-of-fact tone roused some resentment in' me. 

I said : : , • 

“ You seem to know a lot abou it. Putting it on rather 
thick, are you not? Must think J rim a tenderfoot, willing to 
bfelieve anything you say." 

“No: I presume you, think I am a liar or irisane or had 
a bad dream last night. Suppose we sit down and have some- 
thing to eat, and yvhile we are eating. I am going to tell you a 
■story. But first Lavani to give you the keys to-nly car. To- 
morrow night there is going to be a full moon. At exactly 
twelve you stand just where the cars are parked. In my car 
. you will find, in the glove,, compartment, a rather fine set of 
binoculars. You keep looking at the circle. The moon will 
help you and then, I think the to' will be fires back of the circle 
that will help you to see *a little of what is happening. You 
.can report the affair to the Park- Police, call it an accident. No 
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use notifying my family, because I have -no one who cares, -i 
We will sleep up here tonight, and early tomorrow I want you 
to start for the bottom as fast as you can. 

I was sure now that there was something wrong with his mincT. 

Of course you carinot tell a man: bluntly that he is insane, but 
I thoifght it might be best to humqur him and try to take him 
down to civilization. Evidently, for some reason or Other, he 
was .thinking of killing himself by jumping through the hole. 
Must hav^had it all arranged for and even, wanted someone to. 
.witness his curving leap through the air. . . ~ 

* "Suppose -we eat, andithen go back together,* I suggested. 

. "No. A promise is V promise. Listen to the story. I* 
came out here the .first time .about seven hundred years ago, one ' 
of a' party of Norsemen. I do riot know what urge kept us 
going, but. we followed the-setting sun, west and stiH further 
west. I have a rnap in my car with our course marked on it 
as well, as I can remember. We came to Niagara Fa.ls and 
taen followed the Great Lakes to the end of Lake Superior, 
arid then west and south from there. . Not in orie year, you 
understand. Because there were - no automobiles then and no 
proses. We travelled in spring and summer, and m the fall 
we built huts and^ gathered firewood ana provisions for -the 
winter. , .. 

"We kept time by the-riumber of winters. None'of us could 
wntfe ; we were ..warriors and not scholars. /Hardships? Plenty 
of them. ‘Fighting? Plenty of that- also.- At times we were, 
treated as Gods and at other times hunted like. 1 wild beasts 
One by one 1 my comrades died. - At list I Was left alone bf 
the Great Salt Lake. I remember swimming ire it. Frpm there 
I went South and at last, cams to this Canyon, ft was summer 
and the hunting Was good. .The river was nearly three times 
as large as it is now. I saw for the first time thiswhite mountain 
with the circular opening - , and that night $ was captured by the 
'brown people." » _ . 

“Not Indians " I asked. '*■ ■ , 

"No. At least not like any Indians I have ever seen since. 
They were little, people, none over five feet tall and a peculiar - 
brown, ngt coppeY r eoloured and not, blagk. Had it been day- 
light I might have escaped but they overpowered me before I • 
was awake. I have to, laugh whenj tlynk of it. Lief the. Fearless, 
hero of a hundred sea battles, a mart who never knew defeat, 
helpless and the captive of a group of -little men I could have 
Brushed aside like so many flies had I met them in the daylight. . 

"They did not want to- hurt me. In fact they gavp the food, 
and tried by signs to show that they wished' to be friendly to 
me. But they had my armour and my sword, and their lances 
were long and sharp even though the spearheads were of 
stone. If seemed that all they wanted me to do was to go with , 
them. There was nothing else Icould do, so .1 went. 

“They vyeie cave people. I never was able to find just 
where they lived, because they covered my eyes. Not many of 
them. Perhaps not more than a hundred, counting the’ women 
and children. A dying /ace! At orie time there must have 
been thousands of them because their borie heaps .were large. 
And noW I come to the part that will be hard for you f6 believe. ■ 
They had a mammoth up here, a very old arid- large elephant 
and every, day, they. brought Turn grass and grain up this path 
we have just taken. You saw a picture 'p^ one of them on the 
rocks. Remember With the tusks turned downward " • 

“NOW listen to me," I interrupted, “I do not want to be 
story, but I draw the linq at that elephant. I am willing to 
admit that there' were such animals here at one time, but not, 
on top of this mountain. • Not if he walked up the way we did. 
There were ‘places where the space between the rock walls 
was so narrow'he could not have possibly squeezed through." 

“I thought you would say something ’.like that. I had the 
same idea when I saw him for the first tirrie. I said to myself, 
‘He is up here, but how did he get here?’ I found out after 
I learned to talk to the Queen. They“caught him when he was 
just a baby, took him up to_the top an^ kept him there. Made 
a pet'of him, taught .him tricks ; -and when he grew fuH size he 
just staged there because he could not get down.’" 



"Yes. . Almost considered him as a^ God. And every -year 
when- they had their sacrifices he took a leading part. JTe 
would stand near the edge of this circle,, and they would bring 
an. offering to him and he would curl his trunk around the 
} mare and raise him in the air and them throw him over into, the 
canyon." > 

“You saw him do that 

“Yes, For five years. The brown people would go hunting 
and bring back Indian captives. They would wash them arid 
feed them and take the best “of care of them' and then once a 
year they would all gather up here.dight they - fires, sing f therr 
^ songs and'worship their Goddess, and then one at a time the 
Indians would be brought to the' mammoth." 

. “But of coursfe they never threw you over ” T remarked 
* casually. ; 

"No. I ^suppose' they would have done so, but the Queen 
took a fancy to me and told them I was a God from, the skies, 
just as she was* and; as they worshipped her, they believed 
her — at least for a while." 

“And. you did not try to escape?” 

, “Why should I tryto. Did you see her picture on the rocks? 
C^n you imagine a nonhal man trying-tp escape from a woman 
as beautiful as she was I tell you that 'we acted like Gjds 
in the daytime, blit at night she was just a woman and I was 
very much of a man. The brown people worshiped her and 
because of that they tolerated me. We learned to talk to each 
othejr though’ at first we drily used signs. But pantomime is 
very effective when a man and woman love each other. 

"Once a year we all gathered here, right where we are now, 
forthe yearly sacrifice. She would sit .on "this rock, almost nude, 
covered only with gold ornaments, anklets, bracelets,, armlets, 
her snake in one hand and a ripe ear of ’com in the other. I 
would sit near her. The brown people would build the fires 
and sing and dance, and when they beat On their drums the 
mammoth would sway in time with the music, and at the list, 
one at a time he would hurl the Indians to their -death over 
two. thousand feet, below. And then the fires would fade and 
the brown people one by one leave us, and finally dawn Would 
, corne and only the Queen and . I would be there- And she 
would kiss me and tell die how happy she was tfiat one more 
year had passed and I was still alive and able to love her. 

“At tirrtes when she talked to me I thought she was immortal 
and would ilever die, but she said that this was not true. The 
Brown People had had many Queens. I never was able to 
find out where they came from'. My love looked like a N orse " 
woman, but-she knew nothing about her childhood. Though 
her, people worshipped her she was, in a way, as" much of a 
captive as I was. She thought that somewhere „in the caves 
there was another white girl, grpwing into womanhood, tenderly 
cared for and educated to become the next Queen. At the , 
'first sign of old age the Queen simply disappeared and a new 
one took her place^. She remembered. ; the day when she had 
become '‘Queen, ' 

“I. tried to persuade her to escape with me. But she felt 
■ that it was useless to try I suppose she really did riot want to. 
She had lived as a goddess so long that - perhaps she” could not 
have, lived as a. Woman had she wanted- to. I can see now 
that she was rather tangled as far as her thinking about life 
was concerned.” .- 

“I SUPPOSE you know that this is all rather hard for me to 
believe,” I said. ", I havte no doubt that you think you are 
telling me the truth, but, at the same tjme, this is 1938 and you 
talk as though this experience happened jyesterday. instead of 
seven hundred years ago/’ • 

“I realize how you feel. jJut I have to go on withjhe story. 
Xhe thing that vje feared happened. She became sick. Know- 
ing, thaf^f §he died the brown people would : probably sacrifice 
me, she thought of a compromise with-her worshipers. The 
new Quefen was to take her- plac.e..and she was to be the grand 
sacpfica to their spirit God. I- was, to be given my liberty, 
but some day, when -they sant for me, I w&s to comeback, 
and in my turn be hurled through the hole. She told them 
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that she would, come back, sit on'ihe stone, ondfe again hold the 
sacred snake ?nd the ripe ear o£ com. They believed her. I . 
.gave my promise to return when T was sent, for. She toldme 
that, for long. years I would livj on, in different bodies but with 
the same soul. After my final death we would live through 
eternity and unseparated. Did you ever love a woman?” 

, ^Tes " 

‘‘Then you know how I -felt that last Jay we spent together. 
It seemed we tould not be close enough together. But night 
came .and the full moon. All that day we had been alone up 
here with the mammoth. She gave me one oQier gold bracelets. 
Night -came and the little people built their fires, sang their 
song3 and sacrificed their captives.. Then she walked over to 
the opening in the rock and, started to take off all her golden 
*. jewellery. * The little people produced, as though by magic, 
the new Goddess, a beautiful young girR and On her they 
placed all the ornaments, the feathered head-dress and the robe 
of white .deefskin. And then something, very- unusual and un- 
expected happened. My beloved stood, nude and beautiful, 
in spite of her illness, waiting for the elephant to. pick her -up 
and hirl her through space. Instead he turned, ruglfed toward 
the new Queen, picked her up with his trunk, walked over 
to the edge ofctne opening and threw her into, space.” ?- 
“I did not expect that-ending,” I fexclaimed. 

“No one- did.” he replied. “It had a terrifying effect on. 
the -brown people You see the elephant was one of their Gods. 
Whatever he did was right. Now he had refused the sacrifi^. 
Leaving us they fled* down the path, leaving its alone. I went 
overdo my beautiful one and, took her in my aitns. We simply 
held each other close till the dawn came. I told you she was 
sick. When the sun rose I knew she was very sick. And so ' 
was the mammoth. ^ He walked around- us as though he wanted 
to help In some way but did not Know , just what- to do. At 
last he rushed against the rocks, deliberately broke off his tusksf- 
. and then hurled himself through the circular- opening. 

“My Goddess knew she was dying. She -said she was not 
afraid of death if only she could meet me afterwards. She 
asked me to hold-Tier close till she died and then throw- her -body 
do^m-into the river, and her last ^rords were : - 

“ * You will live on and on till the time appointed, and then, 
when I send for you, I want you to come up here and join nie.’. 

‘ "I did as jshe requested. Not easy but it had to Lie 'done. 

' And now a/ter all these centuries I have come back.” V 
“I am sorry,” I said, ‘Tut 1 cannot believft your story.” 

“I canhot blame you. The next day I left, and the brown 
people made no effort to .detain me. After that, part of my 
memory is not clear. I suppose, I married and had a son, 
and he married, and had a son, but through the generations 
my, soul lived in the oldest son of tjre family, and that soul 
’never forgot what happened and the promise given. My 
descendants mated but though we had .children the ldve for' 
this Goddess of Zion remained. They went back finally jo 
Norway. And at long last this body that. is callfd Lief Larson 
\yas bom.. - ‘ ’* 

“From my boyhood I had dreams of the long past. I never 
married but lived'and loved §i dream woman, the white Queen 
of Zi6n^’ 

‘‘I still do not believe you,” I insisted!- 
“I am going to make you believe, me. After my beloved 
died I took»jthe mammoth’s tusks and the gold bracelet and 
"buried them under a cairn of stones. See that pile of rock over 
there Under it are the ivory and -the gold. I am going to. 
uncover them. 

I told myself that this was 1938 and such a. story could not 
be true. But he threw stone after stone to this side and that 
and at last pulled out t^p tusks; ovpr six feet long, and a massive 
* piece of gold. ’ • 



* “We will sleep here tonight,” he said softly. "Tomorrow 
you will go back by yodrself?- At midnight use the binoculars.- 
The brown people may'come back. ' Even the mammoth may 
be reincarnated. And you will see what you will see.” 

“Pon-’t do it, .Larson,” . I urged, putting ipy hand on his 
shoulder., “You are sick, very , ill, more so than you Think. 
Rest awh'He and then go back with me. Let me take you to 
a hospital where you can recover from this wild delusion.” " 

» . He shook his head. .. 

<9 ‘T love her, Mr. Erickson. -For centurigs I have waited. 

- fot her. THis rime, if we are united, we will never be separated, 
we will live' happily, lovingly through the ages. I tell you she 
is waiting for me. How can I fail her? Would yOu disappoint; 
the woman ypu loved ? ” - " * 

“Perhaps you will feel better tomorrow morning.” 

“I will feel better but no different. But it has been a hard 
day for both.of us. Suppose we go to sleep.”- 

I SLEPT in spite* of the hard stone bed, in spite of my ner- 
vousness. It was the sleep of utter, exhaustion, and with it 
came dreanjs. I thought I saw Larson with a wonder woman 
in his arms. Thfe Vnammoths tood Beside tjiem. * Little men 
came carrying firewood. Drum -sbeat! But when I woke 
.with the dawn Larson and I were alone on the rock. He told 
; me to go and take the flashlight and his car key. He made fn* ' 
promise I would watch’the circular opening at midnight. And 
he thanked me for coming with him and Iistening*to hi^-story - 
and ended by saying that he was very happy because he had 
spent th«^ night with the Goddess of Zion, and, knew that the 
end was going to be a glorious - one. The last thing he did was 
to- give me the gold bracelet to keep in memory of his wonder 
-woman arid their great love. . . * * 

If was much easier going down the mountain than coming 
up it. ■ I had ftttle difficulty finding the way,^ When I came 
to the rock pictures I sat down for over an hour, making copies 
*• of - some of the pcitures in my notebook. The colours seemed 
more brilliant than they had the day before. Had 1 -been an.* 

.* artist I would have drawn the Goddess of Zion. 

It was nearly dark when l» finally arrived 4t the two auto- 
mobiles. I opened Larson’s' dar, found the binoculars, locked 
Tf and drove back to the lodge '-in jny own automobile. There 
1 ate a much needed supper. 

By eleven, that night 1 was Back to the place by the road where 
Larson Vc^j was parked. There was a full moon and a' Won- 
derfully clear star-studded sky. The-white mountain loomed 
high in tRe airland at the top was a circle *of red., “ A forest 
fire back in the mountains!” I whispered *fb myself. The 
rolling throb of drums ,came to me. “Thunder from the 
clouds," 1 said. "All the time I ‘was trying to think clearly, 
to tell myself, that it jtist simply was not true, that such things 
could not happen in 1938. Then I took the 'binoculars and 
*- focussed oij the circular opening and saw a^mammoth against 
a. background of ‘flame and in front of him stood a- man, holding 
in his arms a woman with Jeathers in her hair and they see fried 

• to be kissing each other. 

And then the irtammdth took the two- of them, in the circle 

* of fijs trunk and threw th^m into space. t ' 

I found the crushed body of Larson near the river bed the v ' 
next day. The authorities believed the story I ’ told them, ■ 
v which 1 fabricated simply because I knew they would not believe 
the real one. They identified him from papers in his pockej, 
located his car and th.e coroner decided that it\vas suicide. 
Perhaps it was. But I still have the binoculars and the gold 
bracelet and the pictures in my notebook. Some da/ when 
I recover from my mental confusion I am going back and try 
to find the trail and the cock pictures; 

Unless I do find them I think it would ‘bl best to simply 
, tlunk that it was! fiH a dream.' . 
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House of the Hatchet 

By ROBERT BLOCH 

A~ spirit was chained to the blood-stained block — a force of hatred bom,when -a Woman died x ^ 



MT\ AISY and, I were enjoying, one of our usual quarrels. 

■ \ It started over the insurance policy this time, but 

■ i after we threshed that out we went into the regular 
rotftine. "Both of u5 had our cues down perfectly. 
“Why don’t you go put and get a job like other men instea4 
of sitting around the hpuse pounding a typewriter all day ” 

9 /‘You knew*I was a writer when 1 married you. If you were 
so hot to’ Kitch up with a professional man you ought to Have 
-married tbat brokendown internfe you ran around with'. You’d 
know where he was all day ; out practisingsurgery by dissecting 
hamburgers in that Chili parlour down th^ street.’’* 

“Oh, you needn’t be so sarcastic. At least George would 
do his. best to be a good provider.” . 

"I’ll say He would. He provided me with a lot o| laughs 
ever since I, met him.” * , 

“That’s the trouble with you — you and your superior 
attitude! Think you’re better than anybody else. . Here we 
are, 'practically starving, and you have- to pay installments 
on ^ new car just Jo show it off, to your movie friends. And on 
top of that_you go and take oiit a big policy on me just to be , 
able to brag about how you’re protecting your family. I wish 
L had married George— at least he’d .bring hpme some of that 
hamburger to* eat when he finished work.- What do you 
expect jnd to live on, used carbon paper and old typewriter - 
ribbons ’ t 

“Well, how the devil can I help-it if the stuff doesn’t sell’? 

I figured on. that contract deal but it fell through.-. You’re 
the one that’s always beefing about money — who do you think. 

I am, the goose that laid the golden egg ” ° 

“You’ve beeft laying plenty of eggs with those last stories 
you sentmut.” ' " 

"Funny. Very funny. But Ijm getting just a little* tjred , 
of your secpnd-act dialogue, Daisy.’’ 

“So I’ve noticed. You’d like to change partners and. dance, - 
I ( suppose. Perhaps you’d father exchange a little sparkljng 
repartee* with that Jeanne Corey. Oh, I’Ve noticed the way 
you hung around her that night over, at Ed’s placed You 
co.uldn’f have got much closer without turning into a corset.’* 
‘‘Now listen, you leave Jeanne’s name out'of this.” 

■ “Oh, I’m supposed to leave Jeanne’S name out of it, eh? . 
Your wife mustn’t take the name of your girl-friend in vain. 
Well; darling, I always knew you Were a swift worker, but I 
didn’t think if had gone that-f&r. Have you told her that 
she’s your inspiration yet?” » •» * 

“Damn it, Daisy, why must you -go twisting around every- 
thing I say- ” -■ 

“Why don’t you insure her, too? Bigamy insurance — you 
could probably get a policy issued by Brigham Young.” 

1 “Oh, turn it off, will, you? A fine' act to headline rour anni- 
versary, 1 hiust , say.” > 

“.Anniversary?" 

“Today’s May 1.8th, isn’t it?” « ' 

“May 18th — — ■ . 

“Yeah. Herb, shrew.” ' ' * 

“Why — honey,- it’s a necklace— — ” • 

"Yeah. , Just a little dividend on the bonds of matrimony.”' 
"Honey— yoU bought this for me, — with all our bills and — " 

• "Never mind that. And quit gasping, in my ear, will you? 
You sound like Little Eva before they hoist Ter up with* the 
ropes.” „ 

• “Darling it’s so beautiful. Here;” •' . 

"Aw, Daisy: Now see what you’ve dope. Made me forget 
where we left off quarrel! jng. v . Oh, well.”' • 



“Our anniversary. And to think I* forgot!" 

“Well, I didn’t. Daisy.” 

'/Yes " / ; : * ■ 

“I’ve been thinking— that is, well, I’m just a sentimental 
cuss at heart, ana I was sort of wondering if. you’d likeot 
hop in the car and takS a run out along the Prentiss Road. 
“Yob mean like the day we— reloped ” * 

“Urn hum.” . . - , - * ’ . 

“Of course, darling! I’d, love to. Oh, honey, where did 
you get this necklace?" . # r 

That’s hpw it was. Just one of those, things. Daisy and I, 
holding our daily sparring mateh. Usually it kept us in trinrf.- 
Today, though, . I began, to get the feeling that we had over- 
trained. * WeM ^quarrelled-- that" way "for months, on and- off 
I don’t know why; I wouldn’t be able to.; define “incom- 
patabilify” if I saw it on my divorce-papers. f was broke, , 
and Qaisy Was a shrew'. - Let if go at that. .. 

But I felt pretty clever when I dragged out my violin for the 
Hearts and, Flowers* Anniversary, necklace, re-tracing the 
honeymoon route ; II all added up. I’d found a way to keep 
Daisy quiet without stuffing a mop into her mputh* e 
She was Sentimentally happV and I was self-congratulatorfy, 
as we climbed into the car asd headed U P WHshire towards 
Prentiss' Road. We still had a lot to say to each other, but m 
repetition it would, be merely* nauseating. When Daisy felf 
good she went in for baby-talk— which struck me as being about 
as much in character as Boris Karloff- playing the part of Caspaf 
Milquetoast. , i 

• But for a while we were Jioth happy. I began to kid myself 
that it was. just like old times ; we Yeally were the Same two 
kids' running away, on our crazy elopement. DT’sy had just 
t “gotten off” from the beauty parlor and I’d just sold my script * 
« series to the agency, and we were .running down to Valos to 
get married. It was the same spring weather, the same road; 
and Daisy snuggled close to me m the sarpe old way. '* 

But it wasn’t the same. Daisy «wasn t a kid any more ; 
there were no lines lir her face, but there was a rasp in her voice. 
She hadn’t taken on any weight, but- she’d taken ’on a lo&d qf 
'.querulous ideas. . I was different, too. Those first few radio 
sales had set the pace ; I began to run around With the big- 
shots, and that costs moneys Only lately I hadn’t made any 
sale’s, and. the damned expenses kept piling up, and every 
time I tried to get any work done at the House there was Daisy 
nagging away. Why did we haye'to <buy a new car ? Why 
• did we have to pay so much rent ? Why“such an insurance 
policy Why>*yd Jfbuy three suits ? 

So J buy her a necklace and she shuts up. There’s a woman’s 
’ logic for you. 

Oh well, I figured, today I'll forget it. Forget the Hills, 
forget her nagging, forget Jeanne — though that last was going 
to be hard. Jeanne was quiet-, and she had a private income, 
and she thought’ baby-talk was .silly.* Oh well. . 

. We drove on(to Prentiss, Road and took the old familiar route. 

I stopped my little stream-ofi-consciousness act and tried to 
get into the mood. Daisy was happy J no doubt of that. 
We'd papked an overnight bag, find without mentioning it. 
•we both kn,ew we’d'stay at the hotel in Valos, just as we had' 
r thre'e years ago .when we-were married. * , 

Three years of drab, nagging monotony 

But I- wasn’t going to thipk about that. Better to think about 
Daisy’s -pretty blond curls- gleaming in the afternoon sunshine ; 
to think about the pretty green hills doing ditto in the afternoon 
ditto. It was spririg, the spring of three, years, ago, and all fife 
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lay before us — down the white concrete road that curved across 
the hills to strange heights of achievements beyond. . 

, So we drove on, blithely enough. She pointed out the. signs 
and I nodded or grunted or said "Uh-uh” and the first thing 
F knew we were four hours on the road and it was getting past 
afternoon and 1 wanted to get out and stretch my legs and 
besides — — • r - _ „ 

; THERE 5 it lay. f couldn't .have missed the’ banner.' 8 And 
even if I did, there was Daisy, squealing in my ear. s 
“Oh, honfy— look.” *•' • 

CAN YOU TAKE IT? . ' • 

. . THE HOUSE OF TERROR . ' 

VISIT A GENUINE. AUTHENTIC HAUNTED HOUSE 

And in Smaller lettering, beneath, further enticements were 
listed. • * ' A 

“See the Kltfva Mansion! A^isit the Haunted Chamber — 
see the use d by -the Mad Killer! DO THE DEAD 
RETURN -Visit the HOUSE,0F TERROR— inly genuine 
' attraction of its kind. ADMISSION^— 25c. -L , 

Of courseJ didn’t read all tljis while slashing by at 60 m.p.h. 
We pulled' up as Daisy tugged my shoulder, and while she 
read, 1 looked at the large, rambling frame building. - It looked 
like dozens of others we passed on the road ; houses occupied- 
by “swamisf” and “mediums" and “Yogi Psychologists.” 
For .this was the lunatic fringe where thequacks fed oh the 
tourist trade. But^ here was a fellow with a. little novelty. 
He had something a bit different. That’s what I thought. 

But Daisy evidently thought a lot more. ,, 

“Ooh, honey, let’s go in." 

.“What ”... > •; 

“Fm so stiff from all this driving, and besides, maybe tljey 
sell hot dogs inside or something, and I'm hungry.” . 

- Well. That was Daisy. Dais'y the sadist. Daisy the horror^ 
movie fan. She didn't fool me for a minute. I knew all 
about my fife’s pretty little tastes. She was s thrill-addict. 
Shortly after our marriage she’d letgdown the bars, and staffed 
reeding the.more lurid murder trial news aloud to me at break- 
fast. She began to leave ghastly magazines arbund the hquse. 
Pretty soon 'she was, dragging, me to all the mystery-pictures. 
Jysf another one' of her annoying habits — I could close^my eyes 
' at ’any time and conjure up the drone o f her voice, tense with 
latent excitement, as she read about the Cleveland torso slayings, 
or the latest hatchet-killing. 

‘ Evidently nothing was too synthetie for her tastes. Hfere 
was an old shack that in* its palmiest 1 days was n<3 better than 
a tenement house for goats; a dump with, a lilrid side-show 
banner flufta in front of the porch — arid still she had to go in. 
“Haunted - HousS" got her going. Maybe that’s what had 
happened to bur marriage. I would have pleased her* better 
by going around the house in a black-mask, purring, like Bela 
Lugosi with bronchitis, and caressing her with a hjitchet. 

I ATTEMPTED to convey some of the pathos of my thoughts 
in the way I replied, “What the 4>lazes but it was a losing 
battle. Daisy had her hand on the car door. There was , 
a Smile on her face-— a smile that did queer things to her lips. It - 
reminded me, unpleasantly, of a hungry cat’s expression white 
creeping up on a robin. • She was a shrew and she was a sadist. 

But what of it? This was a second, honeymoon ; no time 
to spoil things just when I’d fixed matters up. Kill half an 
hour here and then on to the hotel in Vales. . 

“Come on 1” , . •• , . ’ 

I jerked £>ut of. my musings to find Daisy-halfway up; the 
porch., < f locked the car, pocketed the keys, joined her ttefore 
the. dingy dobr. It was getting . misty in the la'ter afternoon 
andfHe clouds rolled over the sun., Daisy knocked impatiently. 
Tfie doop opened slowly, after a long pause in the best haunted- 
,house tradition. • This was the cue for a sinister face to poke 
itself out and emit a greasy chuckle. Daisy was just itching 
: for tMt, I.knew. 



TALES * ★ 

Instead she got W. C. Fields. 

Well, fiot quite. The.proboscis was smaller, and' not so red. 
‘ The^rheeks were thinner,, too. But the' checked suit, the squint; 
the' jowls, arid above all that “step right up gentlemen” voice 
were all in the tradition, . 

“Ah.' Come -in, come in. Welcome to Kluva Mansion, 
my friends, welcome,.| The sigar fingered-.us forward. “Twenty- 
five cents, please. . Thank you.” 

There we were in the dark ’hallway. It really was dark, 
•and there cSrtainly was a musty .enough odor, h.ut I knew 
damned well the house wasn’t haunted. by anytjung but cock- 
roaches.' OuF comfc friend would have to do some pretty loud 
talking to convince me; but.th^n, this was Daisy’s sho'w. '* 

V* It’s -a little late, but I guess I’ve got time to° show you 
around. Just; took a party through abort fifteen minutes ago 
—big party from San Diego; They drove all die way up just 
to see the Kluva Mansion, so I can -assure you you’re getting 
your money's worth,” . • ■ * 

All right, buddy, cut out the assuring, find let’s get this 
fyier with. - Trot oqt jour: zombies, give Daisy a good shock 
with an electric battery or something, apd well, get out of hefe, 
“Just what is this haunted’ house and how did you happen 
to come by it?” asked Daisy. Orie of those original questions 
she was %lways thinking tip. She was brilliaiit like that all the 
time. 6 Just full of surprises. 

“Well, it’s ‘like this, lady.- Lots of folks ask me that arid 
I’m only too glad to tell thejri. This house was built by Ivan 
Kluva — don’t know if yo,u remember him or not — Russian 
movie director, came over here about 23 in the old silent days, 
right after 'DeMille began to get popular with hi? spectacle 
pictures; KJiiva was an “epic” man; had qufte-a European 
5 reputation, so they gave him a contract. He put up this place, 
lived here -with his wife. Aren’t many frills left in the movie 
colony that remember old Ivan Kluva ; he never, really got to 
direct anything either. . * . 

* ‘First thing he did was to mix himself up'with a lot of foreign 
cults. This Was way baqk, remember ; Hollywood had some 
queer-birds then.* Prohibition, and a lotTpf wild parties ; do_pe 
addicts, all kinds of scandals, and some stuff that neves did ‘get 
out. . There was a bunch of devil-worshippers and mystics, 
too-’-not like these Jakes down the road; genuine article. Kluva 
got in with them. , ' ' •-*' 

“I guess he was a little crazy, or got that way. Because one 
night,- aftertsome kind oj gathering here, he miridered his wife. 
Ln the upstairs room. on a kind of an a)tar he -rigged up. He 
just took a hatchet to hemand hacked off her head." Then he 
disappeared. Th e police doojced in a couple of days' later ; 
they found her, of pourse, but ’they never did locate Kluva. * 
Maybe he jumped off the -cliffs behind the house. Maydfe— 
I’ve heard stories— he killed her as a sort of sacrifice so he could- 
go away. Some of the cult members Were grilled, and they had 
a lot of wild stories about worshipping things or beings that- 
granted boons to those who gave them hriman sacrifices; such 
/ boons as going away from Earth. Oh, it was crazy enough, .1 , 
guess, but the police did find a damned "funny statue behind 
the altar that they didn’t like arid .never showed around, and 
they burned a lot of books and. things they got hold of here. 
Also they chased th^J cult out of .California.” - 
All this corny chatter rolled out in a drone and I winced. 
Now I’m only a two-bit gag-writer, myself, but I was thinkjng 
.that if I went in for such things I could improvise a better story 
than this poorly-told yafn.and I could ad-lib it more effectively 
than this' bird seemed able tp do with daily practice.* It 
sounded so 'stale; so flat, so unconvincing. The rottenest 
.“thriller plot” in the world. 

, Or - ’ ' . * 

IT struck me then. Perhaps the story was true. Maybe 
this.vyas the -solution. After all, there were* no supernatural 
elements yet. Just a dizzy Russian devil-worshipper murdering 
his wife with a. hatchet. It happens once fn' a while; psycho- 
pathology is* full of such records,- And why. not? Our comic 
friend Irierely bought the house after the ‘murder, cooked a up 
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.his - "haunt' yam, and capitalized. ' 

Evidently nfo guess Was correct, because old bugle-beak 
sounded off again'. 

“And so, my friends, the- deserted Kluva Mansion remained, 
"alone and untfenanted. Not utterly ;ntenanted, though'. 
There was the ghost. Yes, the ghost of Mrs. Kluva— the Lady 
in White.” . 

Pbpoey! Always it has to be the Lady in White. Why not 
in pink, foi* a change, ©r green Lady in White— sounds like 
h burlesque headliner. And so did our spieler. He v^a^trying 
to push his voice dq^Ti into his fat stomach and make it im- 
pressive. * 

"Every night 'she walks the upper corridor to the murder 
chamber. Her slit throat shines in the moonlight as she 
lays her heachcncg again on tfie blood-stained block, again 
receives the fatal blow, and with a groan of torment, disappears, 

. into thin air.” 

Hot air, you mean, buddy. <, 

“O&oh,” said Daisy. “She would. ’ 

. "k say the house was deserted for^years. But ‘there were 
tramps, vagrants, who broke in from time it o time, to stay the , 
night; They stayed the nigh*— and longer. Because in the 
morning they were always found — on the murder blocR, SvitK 
. their throats chopped by the murder axe,” \ > > 

I wanted to say Axe-ually but then," I have my bettpr^ 
Side. Daisy was enjoying this jb} her- tongue wa^ almost 
hanging out. . , v 

.. “After a while nobody would come he*e; even the tramps 
shunned /the ppot. The real estate people couldn’t -sell it 
Then I rented- it. I knew the story would attract visitors 
and frankly. I’m a business man.” . ( 

• Thanks for telling me, brother. I thought you were a fake. 

‘‘And noW, you’d like to see the murder chamber? Just 
follow me, please." Up the stairs, right .tips way. I’ve kept 
eveiVthing just as it always was, and I’m' sure you’ll be more 
<, than interested in^—^” •_ - . 

Daisy pinched me on the dafk stairway. “Ooh, sugar, 
aren't you thrilled ’’ , * , 

1 don’t like to be called "sugar;*’ And the .idea of Daisy . 
actually finding something "thrilling” in this utterly ridiculous 
farce Was alrfiost nauseating. For a moment 1 could have 
murdered her myself. JVlaybe Lluya had something these at 
that. . , ' > 

The stairs creaked, and the dusty windows allowed a' 
sepulchral light to creep across the mqpldy floor as we followed 
, the waddling sho.wman down the black hallway. «A wind 
-seemed to have sprung uj? outside, and the Louse- shook before 
. it, groaning in torment. V 

Daisy giggled nervously.' Ji\ the movie-show she always’ 
twisted my 1& pel-buttons off when'the monster came into the 
room wRhre the girl was sleeping. “She was like that now — 
hysterical. i . 

1 felt as excite^ as a stuffed herring in a pawnshop. 

W. C. opened a door down the 6 hall and fumhled around 
inside. A moment Jater fie reappeareckcarryipg a candle and 
beckoned us to enter the room. Well, that was a little better. 
Showed some imagination, anyway.' The candle was effective ’ 

' in the gathering darkness.; it cast blotches of shadow over thf 
walls and. caused shapes to creep in the corners. , * • 

“Here we are,’’ he .almost whispered. 

. '■/ And there we were. ’ ■ . _ 

Now, I’m /lot psychic. Pm not even highly imaginative. 
When Orson Welles is yammtering on the radio I’fn downeat 
the hamburger stand listening to the Raymond Scott Quintette'. 
'But when I entered that room I knew that it, at least, it wasn’t 
a fake. The air -reeked of murdpr. Tfie shadow's ruled over 
a domain of death, ft was cold in here, cold as a charnel- ■ 
house. /And tjfe candle-light- fell on the great bed in the, 

- confer, then moved to the centre of the room and cohered a * 
-monstrous bulk. The murder block, ^ 

It-.was something like an. altar, at th'#t. Thpre was a niche . 
' in the wall ^ehiiid it, and -I 'could almost imagine a statue befog 
placed thefe.' V^hat kind of a statue . A black bat, inverted 



and crucified • Devjl-worshippers used that, didn’t they ? 
Or was it another and mareffiorrible kind ©f idol The police 
had destroyed it. But the bl’ock was still there, and in the 
candle-light J saw the stains. They trickled over, the rough 
sides. *. - ^ 

Daisy moved closer to me and I could- fee] her tremble. 

Kluva ’s charnber. A man with an pxe, -holding a terrified 
woman across the block; the strength of inspired madness 

in his eyes, and in hisjiands, an axe 

"It was' here, on the night *of January twelfth, nineteen 

twenty-four, that Ivan Kluva murdered his wife. with - 

Tht? fat man stood by the door, chanting out his listless re- 
frain. But for sdme reason I listened, to every word. Here 
^in this room, those words were real. They weren’t scareheads 
on a sideshow banner;' here in the darkness they had meaning. 

A mail and his wife, and murder. Death is just a word you 
head, to the newspaper. But,some day it becomes real; dread- 
fully real. §omething the worms whisper in your ears as they 
chew. Murder is a word, too. It is the p^wer pk death, and 
sometimes there are men who exercise that .power,, like* gods. 
Men who,, kill are like gods. The^ take <\wa(* life. There is- 
something cosmically obscenfe 'about the thought. A sfiot 
fired in drunkeji frenzy, a blow -struck in anger, a bayonet 
"plunged in the madness of waf, an accident, a car-crash— these 
thiqgs tare part of life. But a' man, any man. who lives with tfie 
though of Death; who thinks and plaiis a deliberate, cojd-bloode 

murder . , • ’ 

To sit there at the supper table, looking at his .wife, and, 
saying, '‘Twelve o’clock. You have five more hours to live 
my dear. Five more ‘ hours?" Nobody knows that. -Your 
friends don’t know it. Even you dop’t know it. No one 
knows — except myself. Myself, and Death. * I am Death. 
Yes. l am Death to you. I shall'numb your body 'and your 
brain, I shall tie your lord and master. You were born, you 
have lived, only for this single supreme moment; that I shall" 
command your fate. You exist only that I may kill you.” 

Yes, it was obscene. And then, R this filotk/and a hatchet. 
"Come upstairs, dear.” And his thoughts, grinning behind 
the words. Up the dark stairs to the dark room,, where the 
-block and hatchet waited.,, «, 

I wopdered if he hated her! No, 1 suppose, not. , If the 
story was true,, he had sacrificed h®r for a purpose. She was 
just the most handy, the most convenient person to’ sacrifice. 
He mlisthave had blood like the water under the polar peaks. 

IT WAS the room that did it,, not the story. I , could feel 
him in the room, and Leonid feel her. 

Yes, that was funny. Notf f could feel*fier. Not as a being, 4 
not as a tangible presence, but as a force? A restless fore*. 
Something jhat stirred in 'the back of me. .before I turned my 
.'head.- Something hiding in the deeper shadows. Something 
in the blood-stained block. A chained spirit. 

"Here I 'died. I ended here. One minute 1 was alive, 
unsuspe(fong. The next fgu/id m3 gripped by the, ultimate, 
horror of f Death. The hatchet came down acros* my throat, 
so full of life, and sliced it out. Now I wait. • I wait for others,-' 
for there is nothingdeft to me but revenge. I am not a‘ person 
any longer, nor*a spirit. I ’am merely a force — a force created 
as I folt’my life slip awaydrom my throat. For at-that moment 
I knew'but one feeling with my entire dyfog being; a, feeling 
of utter, cosmic hatred' Hatred. -at the sudden injustice of 
what had happened te me. The fofee was bbrn«then when I 
. died; it is all that is leffo of me. Hatred. Now I wait, and 
sometimes l have a chance to let the hatred escape. By killing 
another I can feel the hatred rise, wax, grow strong. Then 
for a brilf moment 1 rise, wax, grow strong ; e feel real again, 

< touch the hem of liffos r °h e - which .Unce I wore* Only hy 
surrendering to my dark hate can I survive in ‘death. And 
so I lurk; lurk here in this room. Stay too long and I shall 
return. Then, in the darkness I’ seek your throat and the 
blade bites, and I taste' again the edSthcy of reality.” , 

The old drizzle-puss was elaborating his story, but I coul^p’t 
hear him for my thoughts. Then all at once, he flashed some- 
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thing out across my line of vision ; something th^t .was like a 
stark shadow against the candle-light. 

It was. a hatchet. 

I felt, rather than heard, when Efaisy went "Ooooh!” beside 
nje. Looking down I stared into two blue mirrors of terror 
that were her eyes. I had thought plenty, and what her 
imaginings had been I could guess, ThS old bird was,, stolid 
enough, but he brandished that hafohet', thatshatchet with- the 
rusty blade, and it got so Icouldn’t look at anything else but 
the jagged edge of-the hatchet. I couldn’t hear or see or think 
anything; there was that hatchet,' the symbol of Death. T^Tere 
was the real crux of the story; not in the man or the woman, 
but in that tiny razor-edge line. That razor-edge was .really 
Death. "Piatt razor-edge spelled doom to all living things. 
Nothing in the worlcj was greater than that razor-edge. Nd 
brain, no power, no love, nohate could withstand it. 

And it swooped ouf in the man’s hands and I toreumy eyes 
away and looked at Daisy, at anything, just to keep the black 
thought down. - And I saw Daisy, her face that of a tortured 
Medusa. * . 

1 Then*shd“ slijmp^j/ . J ! ' * 

Tcaught her. Bugle-beak looked up with genufne surprise. 

“My wife's fainted,” I said. 

He just, blinked. Didn't know what the score was, at first. 
And a minute later I could' swear he was just-e. little bit pleased 
He thought his .sjory had done if,.I suppose. 

^ell, this changed ali plans. No J/alos, no drive before • 
supper. 

“Any place abound’ here v^here she can lie down " I asked. 
“No,* hot in this room.” ' ' - 

“My wife’s" Bedroom is down the' hall,” said Bugfe-beak, 

His wife’s bedroom. ehj But no one' stayed here after dark, 
he had 'said — the damned old fake! 

. This was no time for quibbling.- I carried Daisy into the 
room down the hall,' chafed her wrists. 

“Shall I send rriy‘wife«p to take care of her, " asked the now, 
solicitous showman' , * 

:”“No, don’t bother. Let me, handle her* she gets thess 
things every, so often— hysteria, .you know. But she'll have to 
rest a while." ' * , 

. . He shuffled down the hall, anfl I sat there cursing. -Damn 
the wqmpn, it was just like her! But too late to alter circum- 
stances now. And at least she had her mouth shut. I decide/! 
to let her sleep it off. • v. 

I went downstairs in the darkness, groping *my way. And ‘ 
I' was only halfway down when I heard a familiar pattering 
strike the roof. Sure enough — a typical .West Coast heavy 'dew 
‘ was falling. Fine thing, too; dark as pitch outside. . 

Well, there was the set-up. Splendid -melodrama back- 
gfouixt I’d been draggechto monies lor years and it was always 
the same as this. 

The young couple caught in a haunted house by a thunder- 
storm. The mysterious evil caretaker. (Well, maybe he 
wasn’t, but he’d have to do -until a better one came along.) 
The haunted room. The fainting girl; asleep-and helpless in 
the bedroom; Enter Boris Karloff dressed in three pounds 
•of nose-putty. “Grrrn'ri" said Boris. ;“Eeeeeeeel” says 
the girl. “What’s that ” shouts Inspector Toozefuddy from 
downstairs.. And then a ‘mad- chase. “Bang! Bang!" And 
Boris Karloff falls down into art open manhole. Girl gets 
frightened. Boy gets girL Formula. ’ , ' ’ 

I thought I was pretty clever wheh f turned on thft burlesque 
thought pattern, but when I got down to the fqot df the stairs 
I knew that I was playing hide-and-go-seek with my thoughts, 
Something dark and cold was creeping around in my brain, 

' and I was trying hard to avoid it; Something' to ’do with 
Ivan Kulva and his wjfeancLthe haunted. room and the hatchet. 
Suppose there was a ghost and Daisy was lying up" there alonej. 
and-;' — ; * * 

“HAM and eggs ; * . 

“What the- — ” I turned, around. - There wafe Bugle.-beak 
at tjie foot of the stairs. 
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“1 said, would you carp for some ham/ and eggs? Looks 
pretty bad outside and so long as the Missus is resting J thought 
maybe you '3 like to join tfie wife and me in a little supper.” 

I cqukl have kissed him, nose and all. , ” 

we went into the back. Mrs. was just what you’d expect f 
t Kinswoman in her middle forties,- wearing a patient look. The 
'place was quite Cosy, though ; she had fixed up several rooms , 
a? living quarters.^ I began to have a littlfe more respect for , 
Bugle-beak. Poor showman though he was, he seemed fo be 
making a lining in a rather novel way. And his' wife was an 
excellent cook. - - 

The rain thundered down. Something about a little lighted 
room in the middle of a storm that makes you feel good inside. 
Confidential. . Mrs. Keenan — Bugle-beak introduced himself 
as Homer Keenari— suggested that .1 might Jake a little brandy 
-up to, Daisy. , I demurred; but Kferian perked up -his ears — 
and nose — at the mention of brandy and* suggested _fve have 
a little. The little proved to be- a hplf-gallon jug of fair peach; 
brandy, and' we filled our glasses. As the meal progressed we 
filled them again. And-egaip. The liguof helped to chase that 
dark thought away, or ajmost away. - But it still bothered me.. 
And so^I got Homer Keertatvintb talking. Better a boring con- 
versation than a boring thought — boring little black beetle of.* 
thought, chewing a way-in your brain.. ’ - 

' “So after the carny folded I got out from, under. Put over 
a little deaf in Tia and cleaned up 'but the Missus kind of 
wanted to settle down. Tent business in this country all shot 
. to blazes anyway. ^ Well, ,1- knew this, Feingerber from the 
old days,’ like I say — and hp put me up to this housed Yeah, 
sure, that part is genuine enough. There was &n Ivan Kluva 
arid hq did kill his wife here. Block and axe genuine too ; 

I got a state permit tb keep/em. Museum, this is. But the 
ghost story, of course, that’s jusf a fake. Get s them in, though. 
Some Week-ends wq play, to capacity crowds ten* hours a dajjj. 
Makes a hide thing of it. We live here — say, let’s Have another 
nip of this brandy, whadd^a say? Come, on, it won’t hurt 
you. Get" it from. a Mex down the road a' ways.” 

Fire, rire in the blood. What did he mean the 'ghost 
Story wis a fake When I went into that room I smelled 
murder; I thought his thoughts. And then I had thought 
hers. Her hate was in that room; and if it wasn’t a ghost 
what was it ? Somehow it all tied in with that black thought, 
I had buzzing in my, head;- that damned ‘black thought all 
mixed up with the axe and hate, and poor Daisy lying lip there 
helpless; Fire in my head." ' Brandy fire. But not enough 
I could still, thinlc-ol Daisy, and all .at once something blind 
gripped, me and *1 was afraid and I trembled all over, and 'I 
couldn’t wait. Thinking of her like that, all alone in the storm 
’ neat the rfnurder- room and the block and the hatchet- — I knew 
I must go to her. I couldn't .stand the horrid siispicidh. * 

I got up like a fool, mumbled something about looking after 
her, and ran up the black staircase. I Was trembling, trembling, 
until I reached he/ beside and saw how peacefully she lay 
there. Her sleep was quite' untroubled. She was even 
smiling. She didn’t know. She wasn’t afraid of'ghosts and 
hatchets. Looking at her -I felt utterly ridiculous, but I did 
stare .down at her for a long time until I regained control of 
myself once again. ... . 

When I went downstairs the liquor had bit ii>e and I -felt 
drunk. The thought was gone from my brain now, and I was . 
beginning to experience relief. - * 

Keenan had refilled my glass for me, and when I gulped it 
down he followed suit and immediately poured again. This 
time we sat down to a real gab-fest. • , ^ 

I began to. talk. I felt'like an unwinding top. Everything 
. began to spin out of my throat. I fold about my life; my 
“career,” such as it was; my romance with Daisy, even. Just 
felt like it. The liquor. 

Before you -know it I was pulling a True, Confession of rpy 
own, with all* the trimmings. How things. stood with Daipy 
. and me. Our foSlish quarrels. Herjiagging. Her, touchiness 
about things like our car, and the insurance; and Jeanne Corey.. 
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I was maudlin enough to be petty. 1 picked on her habits. 
Then I began to talk about this trip of outs, and my plans for 
a second honeymoon, .aridjt was only instinct that shut me up 
before becoming actually disgusting; ' • “ 

Keenan" adopted an. older “man-of-the-world” attitude, but, 
he finally broke down enough, to mention a few of his wife s 
Salient deficiencies. What J told him about Daisy's love for 
the horrors prompted him to tease hisnvife concerning her own 
timidity. It developed that while-she knew tKe story was a 
fake, she still shied away from venturing upstairs after, ■nightfall 
—just as though the ghost were real. 

Mrs. Keenan bribed. She denied everything. Why she’d 
go upstaifts any time at all. Anytime at all. ; 

- “How about now It’s almost midnight. Why hot go up 
and take- a cup of coffee to that poor sick woman ” » Keenan 
sounded like somebody advising Little Red'Riding-Jdood to 
go see her grandmother. - 

“E^n?^ bother,” I assured him. '“The rain’s dying down. 
I’ll go up and get her arid e we*ll be on pur* way. We’ve got to 
get to Valos, you know.”.- ’ -» . ■ 

“ThipJM'm afraid, eh ’’ Mrs! Keenan was already doing.' 
things with the coffee po.t. Rather .dizzily,’ but she managed.' 
'“No, no— but really^—-” * ■ * \ 

“You men, always -talking about your wives. Fll show 
you!” She took the cup, then arched her back eloquently' as 
she' passed Keenan and disappeared in the hallway. 

I GOT an urge. ■ , . 

Sobriety rushed to my head. • % . 

“Keenan,” d whispered. ' t 

“W'hazzat* 1 ’ . 

“Keenan, we must stop her!” . 

“What for?” . . .. 

“You ever. gone upstairs at night ’ 

- “Course not. Why sh’d I All dusty up there, rfius’ keep 
it th» >vay for cust’mers. ' Neven go up.” * 

“Then how do' you know the story isn’t true." . I talked 
fast. Very. ' - 

“What" > ; , . 

“I say there is a ghost - 

“Aw, go on!" 

‘‘Keenan, I tell you I felt somethihg up there. You’re so 
used to the place you didn’t notice, but I felt it. A woman’s 
hate, Keenan. A Roman’s hate! I was almost' screaming; 

I dragged him from his 'chair <and tried to push him into the 
halb, I had to stop hef somehow. I was afraid. ... 



t “That. room is filled with menace.” Quickly I explained 
my thoughts of the afterhoon toncehiing the dead worpan — 
surprised and- slain, so that she died only witn a great hate 
forming asTfe left her; a -hate that endured^ that thrived on 
death alone. A hate, embodied, that would take up the murddr 
hatchet and slay — — * 

“Stop , your wife, Keenan,” I screamed. “Stop* her! - u 
V^hai about youryvife" chuckled thfc showman. “Brides,” 
apd he leered drunkerdy “I'll tell you somethin’ I wasn’t gonna 
tell. It’s all a fake.” , He winked. I still pushed him towdfds 
the- staircase. _ . * . » ■ 

“All a fake,” fie wheezed/ “Not only ghost part. But — 
there never- was 1 a -Ivan Kluva, never was no wife. Lffever was 
no killing. Jus’.old butcher’ s_ block. Hatchet’s my hatchet. 
No miirder,- no ghost, nothin' to be afraid of. Good joke.^ 
make- myself hones’ dollar. All a fake!” * . 

“Cpme Jin!” L screamed, find the black thought came back 
and it sang in rfty brain and I tried' to drag him up the 1 stkirs, 
knowing it was too late, but sjjll I had to do something - 
. And then she screamed. - * ". 

I heard it. She ^vas running out of the room, down the 
hall. And at the head of the stairs she screamed again, but the. 
screamed turned into a gurgle.- It was black up there, but out 
of the blackness tqttered her silhouette. - Down the stairs she 
rolled;,, bump, biimpV-bump. * Same sound &s a rubber ball. 

‘ But she Was a woman, aqd she ended up at the bottom. of the 
stairs with the axe still stuck dn heY throat; 

Rightrhere I, should have turned and run, but die thing inside 
my head wouldn’t let me. I just stood there as Keenan looked 
down' at the body of his wife, mid I babbled rt«all out again. 

“I hatec'her— you don’t understand how those little things 
count— and Jeanne- waitjngr-th’ere was the insurance.— if I ,, 
did it at Valos no one would ever know — here was accident, 
..but better.” , 

"There -is no ghost.” fCeenan mumbled. He didn't even 
heafme. *There-is no ghost." I stared a£ the slashed throat. 

“When I saw the hatchet and she fainted, it came over life. 

I could get you drunk, carry her out, and you’d never know- — — . 

“What killed her ” he whispered. "There is- no ghost.” 

* I thought .again of my theory of a woman’s hate surviving 
death and existing thereafter ,'only with an urge to slay. I 
'thought of that hate,, embodied, grabbing up a hatchet and 
slaying, saw Mrs. Keenan fall, then glanced up at the darkness 

oKhe hall a 



speak. 



s the 



grinning song n 



y brain rose.’forcing me to 



“‘There is ^ ghost now,” 1 whispered. "You see, the secpnd 
time I wenb up to see Daisy I killed her with this hatchet, ^ 




By O: M. CABRAL; 



I Hr~N ETE SPINEE'LI, gasping, sprawled flat upon scorch- 
aS - ling sSnd. The thin shadow of a scrubby Judas- 

B ' tree laced his prone body with sable bars. * 

' “Hey! ” Red Donovan urgedt him. “Dija hear 
me I said get up!” - - - 

But Pete scarcely stirred. His puffed lips, hideously black- 
ened and cracked, could hot form words clearly. 4 

"Tell w’ ya.' I— ain't — never.” ' 

‘ IS only a little ways more, ’ v Red Doriovail c'roaked. 
"Same — ’s yest’day. . . 1 = 

Donovan's red-rimmed .eyes narrowed. Then he kicked" 
Pete. The spent man, moaned, but made no other sign of 
protest. » • • 

Donovan bent over him. 



“You’re sticking-rget it This’ll give ya ambition!” * 

, Donovan’s thumb gouged brutally at the ba$e- of Pete's 
skull, Pete's flaccfd body jerked. A shrilLwhine burst from 
his. ealcingd -tjiroat when ‘a second stab of torture pierced be- . 
neath arj armpit. 

“Lemme ’lone! 8 I’ll —go ” - , 

“Snap inta it, then!” Donovan growled. Hejaughed when 
'Pete stumbled awkwardly to hife feet. "Ya yella rat, ya oughta 
thank me for this!” , , 

Pete staggered,’ his feet dragging in loose, flinty tend 
Maybe, Red. Donovan thought disgustedly, he should have 
left Pete to- croak back there under the bush. Only, anyone 
following might have found the stiff. * 

Vitreous sunlight spilled on the arid landscape, painful to 
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heat-hazed eyes. A1J day yesterday- a' hot wind had covered 
the fugitives’ tracks witfi blown sand and bitter alkali. Now 
distant mountains, minutebut.sharp’anff clear, against a metallic 
sky, seemed lb recede all through the crystal morning. 

On the bare -mountains there was water — had to be! Pete 
wouldn’t make it. Red Donovan thought. He’d have to be 
left out of "sight in some dry arroyo. '"Cave down the bank 
hide the corpse. Because them damned buzzarc^ would put 
thejfingers orTa guy if he didn’t play wise. 

The' heat played qu eii tricks. Sometimes the mountain 
looked nearer, bigger. They wav&red tantalizingly as though 
painted on a. bright blue curtain; or hung suspended in air, an 
^nchanted island swimming on an ocean of glass. 

Whenever Pete paused' Red Donovan prodded his back 
with the hot barrel of a gun. Pete moaned, but he walked. : A 
vague mistiness ahead trouble^ Donovan. His eyef hurt 
.when he blinked as though dry eyeballs had been-scoured with 
dust of Ifeass. Was it — Jgez, was-it a cloud of dust Horses— 
and men? 

The cloud of translucent haze did glitter with pulsating move-; 
mCnt. In its midst, ag image built up swiftly put of nothing— 
water and trees, glimmering white buildings of a little town. 
But the faraway' mountains were still: in sight, veiled and 
indistinct through the wavering illusion ofi^the mirage. 

Pete, paused. Suddenly his head- flung up like a pointing 
, hound. He -yelped, and began running, crazily, drunkenly,' 
toward- that false promise of bright water. 

“Pete!” Red -Donovan yelled hoarsely. “Wanna kill .your; 
self, ya damhed foofc>” 

The th irst-clSzed man ahead ran clumsily, hearing rfothing. 
Red ,-Donpvan shouted Jrying lb tell him that there was no 
'water, no trees, only a picture' parted on the sand. Then he, 
4;oo, started running after Pete Spirtelli. . 

The mirage had all the appearance of solid reality. A thin 
point of. madness entered Red Donovan’s mind. He could 
i^ot stop- running.* Pete fell. -Donovan passed him without 
even glancing down. The town seemed so near! Clearly 
Red Donovan saw the black shadows under the green cotton- 
wood trees, and beyond the grove the shiny mirror of cool 
water! As be neared the houses became more distinct. Vague 
he thought that people moved at the edge of the town. 

“Help!" Red Donovan yfelped, dhokirtg.' “Helpl” 

The cottonwood grove was all about him, the, blessed shade 
, ilike balm to his blistered skin. Donovan' panted, weak noW and 
crawling.' There was a corral where penned cattle lay munching 
sleepily in the shade. Beyond the corral sonte goats were 
tethered at,the edge of a big water-hole. There Were gardens 
and houses, a verdant oasis in the grim Valley of Death, 

-A woman in a blue sUnbonnet stood at the door of one of the 
. white-painted houses; She did not even give the sun blackened 
fugitive a passing glance of pity as he crawled, ’sobbing, toward 
the bright shield of water. 

RED DONOVAN’JS breath was like a death-fattle in his throat 
when he thrust his^face down to the life-giving water. He 
saw his own reflection— a raw, swollen mask caked with gray 
alkali. Wind, ripples wrinkled the surface of the water-hole. 
In the bright shallows of the pond he could see colored gravel 
and green weeds. « . • 

Donovan dipped his scorched arm elbow deep into the 
crystal water. His cupped hands met nothing but empty air. 
When he scooped the Bright drops to his fevered lips^ he ta.^ed- 
only the desert’s acrid and pbwdery dust. ' 

Whimpering, he shrank in terror from the bewitched water. 
Surely he had felt thfe cool liquid trickle over his arms! His 
bulging eyes saw a' carpet of lusK green grass all about him. 
Yet, .when he tore at the phantom blades, only hot sand filled 
the scoop of his palm! « .• . 

. Five goats in a gipve, a buck and four does; peacefully nibbled 
- green herbage. Red Donovan counted them while his frenzied 
inihd shrieked soundlessly. . ■. 

The goats mUnched-sleepily, ember eye§ Voluptuously half- 



closed. Why — there were the cottonwood leave§-H:he shadows 
of the leaves making a splashed pattern of light and shade on 
‘grass and water! ' ■ . V • - 

* Donovan stood up. His glazed eyes stared wildly. Then 

raving soundlessly, a gaunt scarecrow, he stumbled past the 
ghostly corral ahd through the tree-lined street of the phantom 
town. V . 

Water gurgled in ditcheson either side of ‘the street, bringing' 
life to spaced trees. "Donovan shut his eyes* unable -to endure . 
th^t murmuringjtorture. Instantly, when his eyes were closed, 

, a breath of wind hot aS from an opened Oven fanned his blistered ! 
cheeks. • ' ' » 

A woman passed soundlessly leading a tow-headed child, 
both real as Donovan himself. Her- face was hidden in the 
shadow of a big poke sunbonnet. A quaint dress flowed to 
her»heels. * Red Donovan thrust out .an appealing hand; 

■ Lady! Help — see — I gotta have- ” 

She heard him! Brown eyes, wide and kind, -smiled afr Red 
Donovan. His hand, clutching at the pink" g, "ogham of her 
sleeve, passed through 'colored shadow'. Staring, stone-still, 
the stricken man saw the woman moving away slow and stately, 
along the silent street , 

Other people, then,. peered out from doorways and windows 
at' Red. Donovan as he passed. All of those faces were hapRy 
and kind and smiling. But they looked at. Red Donovan 
with complete absence of pity. , Only two children,' leaving, 
their play in a qpiet garden, pointed chubby fingers at the scare- 
crows fugitive. , And the. children, laughed, happy laughter 
withouj sound, watching Red Donovan with clear, innocent 
eyes. • * - * 

Almost at the edge -of the barren deiert, a big two-stOry 
frame building-reared a square 'fake front. A wide porch faced 
a raised plank sidewalk above the dusty street. Two chairs 
tilted against the wall on the pprch. There Was a vague impres- 
sion of movement- inside. A few bearded men came to the 
open door of the .old-fashioned country store. Blurred- faces 
stared at the newcomer through the one big window. ' « 

A' little knot of ^en gathered- outside on the porch. One 
old fnan, booted feej: dangling over hte^edge of the boardwalk, 
whittled a' thick staff. He glanced up casually, smiling faintly 
'"as Donovan staggered near. Red Donovan could go; no 
further. He leaned 'wearily against a long hitching rack — 
leaned right through a wooden rail that seemed solid; and fell, 
sprawling, on dusty sand. • 

He lay on his back with his face upturned. Through closed* 
lids he could see the sky, red, like a bowl of heated metal. 
.Something* touched his shoulder. - Above the roaring in -his 
ears he could hear tKe urgent tones of a man’s voice calling to 
him. But he Jcnew there was nothing. -^Nothing ift all the 
world'hut sun, sand, and smooth glassy sky. *- ■ 

"Drink friend,” the voice said very “faintly. “You will 
feel' better then.” '• 

Red Donovan moaned, and shuddered away from the ghastly 
hand, His tongue, swollen and dark, lolled from cracked lips 
that were stiff with his o\vn dried blood. Glazed eyes fixed 
on the apparition — a frail old man with lengish white hair 
under a wide-brimmed hat. Blue eyes glinted in a brown face 
netted with ageless wrinkles. . 

“Drihk,” the old. man insisted. 

Donovan knew that his hands -could never cfu^h the phantom 
canteen. ;The old an ’s face, quaint as the shadow fixed on an 
old daguerrotype, wavered in the heat-haze, merely an image 
of tortured imagination, But' no!- Red' Donovan’s clawing 
fingers touched something real and solid! 

'.WATER gurgled .from the vent nf the canteen, ease for this 
tortured throat. Donovan gulped and choked; and gulped 
greedily again, fiis lipsi were. scarcely wet when the canteen 
•was snatched* ftway from" his shaking hands. 

* “Gimme!” he tried to say, mumbling lips voicing merely an 

inarticulate whine.. “ Dartin' it! Yqu gimme !’ ■ 

Frantically he clawed -at the old man’s retreating arms. 
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•SaVage disappointment twisted Donovan’s face. His ■ hands 
drew back trembling. The old man' had ngt moved. * Shrewd, 
friendly boue eyes did not even blink. Illusion, or real Dono-> 
van did not know. He feared the frightful test of touch, the 
agony of proof that his senses' lied. 

“Later,” the old man said gravely, “you shall have more, , 
you will die, friend, if you are too gree*8y now." 

It seemed to. Red Donovamthat the words became clearer,,, 
more ‘distinct. He could even see^the vision, man or ghost, 
in more exact detail. The old man wore a faded shirt of xougTi 
cloth, blu'e overalls and patched boots.” Behind him a pack- 
Jaden burro *stood patiently withrtdrooping muzzle beside the 
hitching raCk. v 

** You can get up. Lean on me.” ' ' 

Rtd Donovan grasped 1 ah extended hand, lean and hard . 
Real! Solid! No ghastly image ^of the mirage! The old- 
man’s arms seemed* thin and frail;’ yet there was quiet power 
. in that steady hand. . - 

The grizzled burro lazily twitched long ears in the bright 
sunlight. The phantom street , where Donovan^had stumbled 
raving did -seem to be /eal and earthly mow. Faint sounds. 
assailed his ears — quiet speech and laughter, delicate and faint. 
From everywhere echoed that damned thin ghostly laughter. 

Red.Donovan weakly leaned on the old prospector's shoulder, 
ifpborne by quiet force that, even now, did pot seem quite, ‘ 
material— some power other than the strength that resides in 
bone and muscle. ' ; 

The old man clucked, driving the laden burro before them 
along the street. .They stopped outside a picket gate where a 
path led to a cabin set in a garden of phlox and hollyhocks. 

It was all real enough now— the hollow thtimp of their feet 
on the scrubbed board floor of the kitchen and the cool'peace 
inside the cabin. The gray-haired woman in a wicker rocker 
peered, . questioning, over the square rims of spectacles set on 
her. button nose. * 

‘ ‘Our friend has beep lost on the sand," the old prospector 
told the woman.- “ He has suffered, mother. Hp needs care.’ ’ 
The woman smiled. ' Ftne wrinkles crumpled the corners 
of kindly? faded eyes; • * !* 

* “Then why do you keep the poor man standing there 

Get him into bed — it’s all made up and ready for him! I’U^ 
see what else is needed ” , 

Quietly bustling she arose- and»thr«w open, a door Jo show 
a wide four-poster' bed draped” with curtains in an adjacCjit 
room. Tire sEmi-darkness was heavenly pleasant after the 
torturing glare. Donovan fell <5n the bed. His eyes closed. 
He was only dimly aware that the old man cut the shoes from 
his swollen feet. . The woman brought a cup. 

“ Another sip,” said the old man cheerfully; ' “ TTien sleep, 
friend, and well make a new man of you!” » 

■•Red Donovan gulped. Never had plain water tasted so 
damned good! He shut his eyes blissfully. 

“‘More after a while.” 

That was okay. Everything was jake now. Donovan 

* lay still. He' heard, rather vaguely, the old man.and the woman 
stirring about the kitchen. 

Disconnected words ; — "lost— another chance " failed to 

carry.any meaning to Donovan’s brain. 

IT MUST have been a long time before the little old woman 
with crinkly eyes stood beside the bed. Red Donovan, awaken^ 
ing, stared at her'feeling helpless and confused under her steady 
gaze. He was Still in that funny old high bed, his body covered 
with a patchwork counterpane. Chintz curtains* were drawn 
back, admitting spears 8f sunlight that now had* no terrors. 
Everything in the room, looked neat and spotless like the old 
lady, -and like her kind of faded too. 

, “So you’re better, eh? That's fine. You’ve been a ’sick 
fnan, I tell ypu* And no wonder! • - • 

Delicious smells from the kitchen reached Donovan’s twitch- 
ing nostrils — something cooking oft, the big, old-fashioned 
range.. ’ * , - «' 

“You said if, lady!” ’he gasped weakly. V ague - rentoants 



of delirium terror threatened the peace of that quiet chamber . 

“I— I musta been nuts! Hell! What I- can remember, I 
musta bpen sick as a dog — — ” 

“Out of your mind,” the old lady told him, smiling. 

“Jeez, I feel Swell now.” A hint of reviving mystery troubled 
him. !‘Say^— what— where is this b|rg . I dunno." # 

“Salvation Wells? It’s named for the big spring, the only 
sweet water this side of the moimtams. ■ ‘ 

Red Donovan frowned, trying to think. Shreds of terrible 
memories .fluttered in his mind like coloured pennants, night- 
mare visions— Pete— the flaming desert — before that, the stieku^ ^ • 

♦in Mojave. •« , . . .. 

a “You’ve been in trouble,” said the little old lady softly. 

“Ah, what a pity! ' _ 

“Yeah ” Donovan’s eyes narrowed with ugly suspicion. 
“How’d ya figger that oufr- t - 

“Fever,” she toldhim simply. “You couldn’t "help talking^, 
but never fear. 'You are safe with us.” 

She went into the kitchen. Donovan leaned, back on fresh « 
pillows, his dark thoughts rtmning like questing rat? in andl 
out of a maro of risky possibilities. Would he haye- to kill 
her — and the old" man too Sure, even in a hick duihp like 
this they’d haa radios. They’d grab news right out of, the. 

%ir. *Maybe the old mug in the Stetson was figuring, even now ,• 
how he couId*spend the reward. 

Something screwy somewhere! Still, at that, the funny 
old dajne couldn’t really be sure he was a man with a price-on 
his head. They’d have to wait to find out. 

Doijovari’s. shifty eyes glimpsed his clothes neatly folded oyer 
the back of a chair. And there, beside the' bed,' was his gun 
and— “tfie money! . . " 

'The stolen bills, neatly stacked, left in plcfin sight like that ! 
Stealthily Red Donovan’s hand crawled toward the. gun. He. 
broke it open beneath the patchwork coverlet. Loaded still * 
four chambers — one empty shell ! .' ' 

They hadn’t*touched ef thing. Wfiat did that mean Hastily 
he stowed. the money out of sight under the lifted edge of the 
husk-filled mattress. » - 4 

’ The old woman, sunbonnet on her head, looked .in at the 
door. She carried a wicker basket swung on one -arm. 

“If you feel strong enough you might dress yourself. Jt 11 
flcr you good .to sit on the .porch awhile." ' * 

Slowly Donovan drew on his clothes freshly washed and 
ironed; He didn’t feel so good, up on his feet. Still Weak 
and dizzy — and he couldn’t seem to remember — — Aw, hell! 

No two ways about it.^fie mustJhave beerlplerjty goyfy ! Even 
now it was hard to believe that there wasn’t something alj wrong . 
h He could see all of Salvation Wells. from the?porch. Not,, 
much of a, dump, at'that. A tiny town of one street, a graen 
oasis watered from the flowing well. People were at work in 
small gardens, .or going 4n or* out of the general store. -A 
queer flock of nuts, Donovan thought, amused. All dressed 
funny. Mormons, ‘maybe 1 — settled down from a long time 
ago. 

The* women all wore long dresses buttftned to their necks. . 

All the men were bearcfed to the eyebrows. A goofy-looking 
bunch- of hicks', everyone with that silly grin plastered on his 
face! Hell, they couldrii know anything abCiut That business 
back at Mojave, or they wouldn't be turning- him loose when 
they’d had film down. Not this way, with a loaded rod in his 
pants. . . 

Beyond the sharp, limits of the green oasis, sterile plains 
gashed hy bone-dry” arroyos swept to a horizon of distant , 
purple h’azC. At : only two points was the infinite circle broken 
where craggy mountslns piled low against turquoise sky. 

Red 'Donovan, feeling stronger, walked along the one short 
Street. Children stared arid smiled with disarming friendliness . 

A young worftan nodded in neighbourly fashion from an open . 
doorway. Red Donovart chuckled grimly thinking how different 
it would've" if they suspected that death, chill and merciless 
had stumbled among them. 

Contempt grew with assurance of temporary safety. The 
' boobsj He had money — some' of them must have seen it— 
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enough to buy a dozen such dumps. And they hadn’t pinched 
a nickel! .They trusted him — him. 'Red Donovan! : Jus? as if 
he was one of themselveg,. one of their own screwy layout, 
whatever that was ' 

Yeah, he’d-sure got away with-'murder.' Anyway, for awhile. 

FAR Put across the plain a horseman appeared riding 1 in toward 
the little toyvn. v Shimmering head distorted the approaching* 
image. Sometimes the horse loped with monstrous strides 
above, the crystalline desert floor ; sometimes it .shrak to 
the size of a crawling insect. > 

'• Red Donovan, resting on the wide wooden porch of the store, 
intently watched the Approaching rider with wary, slitted eyes. 
He shifted position to free the "gun in his hip pocket. One of 
the queer townsmen — or bad news. 

. Then, relieved, he saw presently that the man on horseback 
wore the baggy homespuns that clothed the men of Salvation 
Wells. ’ 

The stranger’s face .was powdered with desert ddst. Across 
his saddle were _ two small leather isacks. ^A short-handled 
prospector’s pick protruded from a blanket roll lashed behind 
the saddle. 

The horseman nodded to . Donovan as he dismounted, 
unfastened one of the sacks and carried it insidfe the st'ore._ A' . 
fhoment laterjie. reappeared in the doorway. ' 

“Hi, friend!” he Called. “Will you drink?” • 

' Donovan grinned assent. . Inside, the prospector led the 
way to a plank counter. .. 

“Now, ain’t this something?” . Donovan said. “Where’s 
your sign? How’n hell didTjknow a guy could get alky here?" 

“We self about everything,” the bearded storekeeper said 
cheerfully. He wiped his hands on -his blue denim Apron. 
"Everything folksmight deed— from buttons to babies.” 
Donovan laughed. The sun-browned horseman lifted his 
glass. • •' • > 

“Here’s luck!” 

“Down the hatch!” Donovan answered. 

He licked his lips and set down the enjpty glass. It had a. 
kick— th«t stuff. Couldn’t name it-7-some kinda local hooch . 
So they weren’t so screwy, at that!” . 

”Do any good, Jake ” the pauncny storekeeper asked- the 
miner casually. . h . . 

“ Not bad.” The miner patted the heavy sack on tne counter 
"And more outside. Weigh it up and see what it comes to.” 

THE storekeeper methodically seT scajes dh > the counter 
untied buckskin strings, and ladled out precious yellow dust 
with a silgftr scoop. Red Donovan’ 3 eyes fixed on the weighted 
balance— bulged, incredulously. Gold!- Precious® Dust In 
.Doth sacks! And the bearded boob had left one outside, . 

“That does it fine. A hundred-eighteen , i teeny- bit more or 
less.” 

F rom under the plarik cdtlnter the^torekee per lifted a wooden 
box filled with fruit jars. Some were empty, others .were 
filled to the brim. Two held only rough nuggets. Carelessly 
he tipped the scales. Gold— dull yeflow dust— spilled .into' a 
jar. The storekeeper pushed the bo* b£ck under the counter. 

“Say!” Donovan, .startled beyond caution, voiced his 
profound amazement. “Aintcha gbnta lock that stuff up, or 
something - ’ 

The storekeeper and the bearded miner laughed together as 
though DonoVan had said something amusing and absurd. 

’That ain’t funny,” Donovan objected sulkily. “What I 
mean, ya can't tell who’s^got sticky fingers, see? 41 ’ 

- They seemed to puzzle out the idea slowly. The storekeeper 
explained. * „ - 

“He hasn’t been with us long enough. He wouldn’t know.” 

. The tall miner then Went out. Donovan heard him talking, 
and laughing with someone outside. He turned, almost 
fiercely, and surprised a maddening' smile' playing aboutthe 
paunchy storekeeper’s lips. . 1 

“Listen!” Red Donovafi demanded. “What kind of adump 
is this, anyway I wanta know — what the hell goes on here?" 
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" $ “Livrng,” the storekeeper answered gravely. “Just living. 

“Yeah That ain’t .what I’m askin’, see? Ya can’t tell tne 
there ain’t somethin’ ^crewy about this burg. I beep around. 

I know these mining camps, and this ain’t like none o’ them!, 
S’pose something went'wrong, see. S’pose somebody burned 
somebody down- 1 — — ” j 

v “Here? Why?”. " ® 

"And I s’pose,” Red Donovan sneered, “ya don’t never 
need no cops, huh? Whaddaya do* if somebody busts loose 
wide open?” •* ' » v - • *« 

' “Breaks theJaw, you mean Oh, '‘then— why, ^ou see, we 

have only one law- And those who cAri’t keep.it just leave, 
one way of another.” * ‘ < 

“Oh, yeah? Some lawj” - _ ■ 

“Honor your neighbour,” the paunchy storekeeper-.said , 
tqqietly smiling. “That’s* all/ Now, friend, I think these 
men have.come. to see you.” 

Red Donovan whipped about. Unconsciously his hand 
flashed to his hip. Instantly he felt foolish. There seemed 
to be no menace in the calm faces of the first old men who filed 
through the door. One he recognized — the old prospector 
who had taken a dying stranger into his bouse, 

“Friend,” the* prospector said, "the time has come to try 
you. These good men are the Elders of this town.” . 

"So "what?” Wary, "suspicious, Dondvari seafchecTihe faces 
of the five virile old men. “What’s in the bag— some' kinda 
kangjiroo court ” . , ' 

One of the Eldefs' answered.. Wise eyes under a mass 
forehead glanced fleetingly into Donovan’s tense, .set face. 

“Itjmay be, friend you mistake, our ifttent. We give you 
this .chance to make an honest decision. Out there’’ — his 
extended palm seemed to indicate the vvide desert,and all 
beyond — “there, is continual strife and trouble. Here is peace. 
Dp you want to leave, or will you be Pne of us?’ 

“I see. Askin’ me to take a powder. Well — what’s the 
• catch if I decided to stay ” 

“You will only be a§ked to keep our law.” 

Red Donovan faughed harshly. Nuts! Yeah, they sure were 
a hot -delegation. «Wanting*hirri tp join up with their mob! 
Well,' that was ok§y! Leave?' Not with that gold lying loose 
*all over the place! No— when he pulled out he’d be dragging 
heavy!, , - t 

'■ “You know our law ’’ thy prospector asked. 

Mbnour your neighbour,’ ” Red Donovan-quoted glibly. 
“And you accept, ” ^ 

“Sure! It’s the berries. Ya got something there.” 

’ Hell, it wasn’t even good fun to kid these loonies. It gave 
him the creeps someway. Oh* weH — he could stand it just a 
little longer. Lay low. Play wise. Watch his chance, then 
Tam! * Who could stop him when he had the only gat in the 
whole damn dump 

“It will not be easy. Red Donovan,” the old prospector 
solemnly- warned. " Donovar*. jumped — stared, wide-eyed at 
the->smiling old man. “But if you want peace, friend, we shall 
help you to forget all that you are and have been.” 

"All what Red Donovan snapped with flaring terror. % 

' “You refnember what happened in Mojave ■ 

“Ls-say, what is this?” Donovan cried' fiercely. _ A gag?" 
Well, if you know so mucfi, whatdaya know? Spill it! 

' His throat tightened with choking apprehension. They were 
so quiet— too damned quiet! Putting the finger on him! 
What was behind all this screwball business? Why didnt' 
•they fear him? Just let them tjy to* start something! They’d" 
learn, tricks no gang of hayseeds ever knew— — 

“ We do not ju'dge you." The prospector spoke, smiling 
gravely. “In Mpjave-you held up a bank apd you killeda man. 
You and youf partner fled into the desert. You- wrecked your 
car in an arroyo that you didn’t see in time. YouAvere pursued . 
You tried to walk all the way across Death Valley. Yo’ut 
partner died because you deserted him just befojre'you found 
your way. into our midst.' You see, Red Donovan, there is no 
need, here, to keep secrets.” 

“Third degree stuff, huh?" Donovan sneered. “Why 
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don'tcha ask me tosign it?” 

Friend,” thp prospector said, “we mean you no harm.” 
He laid a frail old hand on Red Donovan’s quivering shoulder 
And Donovan felt a vague stirrin^of mystery and a fear that 
had nothing in common with his dread of the law — fear of 
some* unknown power' that could be. unleashed at; a wordy an 
unknown.,force witji the aspect of sympathy, therefore all the 
• more to be- distrusted. "You were lost when you found us. 
Confused. Here it'does riot matter at all what you did out 
there. Think of all that as though it was never real, ohly 
illusion.” ' * . 

“Yeah Well, talk-plain! None o’ that hearts an* flowers 
stuff. What^a gettin- at ” 

“A new beginning. A chance. Learn that ft is better to 
live in friendship with fellow men.” 

"No strings? .YawonV turn nae in to the bulls?" 

“ JForget that' you were ever Red. Donovan.” e . 

' • I getcha— change my moniker and live here like nothings 
happened.” • ' ■> . . - - »* 

“By your own free will, of course.” The prospector smiled 

.“We do ncit compel you to keep our law. '* But you want Jo 
stay ” « 

“Oh, sure — I wanna stay all right.” Donovan grinned 
hypocritically, trying to match the smile in. the' clear eyes of the 
bearded townsmen. “Yeah— ‘■count me ini” 

“Dwell m peace, then, friend,” the old prospector told him 
-solemnly. 

The Eldere all shook hands. with Red Donovan and t in turn, 
with each other. Red Donovanhad never felt so goofy in 
hisdife. . Him throwing the gam with these screwballs ! Dopes 
Nejct thing, maybe, they’d be asking jiim to give up the gat. 
But he’d say he chucked the rod in the lake. Give them a 
spiel — anyway, it woulda’t be much longer now. 

Strange! Thefe wasn’t a wire running out of the pjace. 
Well, they could have a short- wave set; maybe. He had a 
hunch no sheriff Could gpt to the dump in lesS than twodays. 
And before fhey could puiover a fast one Red Donovan would" 
be missing. v ... 

. Baby— and how! 

Just before sunrise Red DonPvan stooped oyer the big water- 
hole arid carefully filled a canteen. All the rest had been easy. , 
. The big front door of the store, hadn’t ^ven been locked. The. 

whple town slept. No one had heard blip or seen him. Damrf , 
'near. too' easy! The boys in Frisco wouldn’t believe it. It 
was about all he could do; even now, tp believe it himself. • 

The first shards of ‘sunlight splintered on- the highest peaks* 
of distant* mountains lifted above purple haze. How far? 
Maybe two days hard going. * But he’d play wise.. No burning 
•his gizzard out this time under jhe blazing sun of Death Valley. 
Get gone out of sight, hole in, and do his heavy hoofing at 
night. That was the ticket. And if anyone of those bearded 
Mormons wanted to follow, he’d feed the buzzards. 

High on his back Donovan carried a pack with at blanket, 
food and a fortune.* Gold— heavy, crude nuggets and dull 
yellow dust! Say "twenty-five thousand. Besides, twenty 
grand in fyills were packed in neat layers under big shirt — all 
the swag he had taken out of Ma jo ve. 

Tough going, but it would be even worse than death to stick 
in a dead burg like Salvation Wells. Way outa the world — 
them that liked it could have it: Another tWo days and he 
Would have gone nuts himself. What a’ laugh the boys in 
’Frisco Would have when he told them bbout.them damned 
billy-goat Elders! 

' Two days to the mountains. In maybe a week after that, 

; he'd be burning city lights/ The heat would’be on,about that 
Moja've business, but eveh if he took a pinch he’d beat the rap. 
That would bp. easy fixed. Red Donovan, shooting high, 
riding the ball! •- • . 

He’d got the breaks. Maybe, at that, there wasn’t so much 
in the rough stuff. Maybe he’d think about crashing a neat 
Tittle racket. A hot night-spot, say, with plenty of dames 
and .the boobs rolling up asking out loud for a cleaning. 

A shadow fell across the still surface of-the pooh 



Red DonoVan twisted about, fury contorting his* face. . The " 
old prospector stood by his grizzled bui'ro. . The animal bore 
a pack with a light pick and shovel strapped to the load. 

“You I ’VDonovan snarled. • 

. “Leaving us, eh?" the old man asked quietly. * 

Donovan saw the shrewd, faded eyes glint as they fixed on 
the blanket containing the stolen gold. 

"So what?” Donovan challenged^ his lips d thin, hgly 'line 
. “I changed-my mind, see ” % v 

. “I am afraid, friendi that you will find your burden |jeavy. - 
The old man's tone was not hostile^ but very gentle. “Even 
too heavy. Red Donovan. Are you quite sure that you want to 
go back * 

“Try and stop me — just try!' 1 

“You forget. Our law would not perrpit me tojimit your free 
will by force, even though I could easily— — ” 

“You'could, like hell!” Murderous fury, a creeping poison, 
heated Donovan's brain. “I’m sayin’. lug, this whole dump 
couldn’t stop rne!> Yeah, “and I gotta rod to’ say so! I’m fed 
up with this damned nut farm! 1 Scram, screwball! I'm onmy, 
way, -^e ” 

An idea— ^he burro would be useful! Slow, but Atith extra 
water there peed not be any risk. • 

The prospector reached out a frail, brittle old hand to touch 
Rted Donovan's sleeve. The pressure exerted no weight, 
but once again Donovan felt a creepy outflow of limitless . 
power. Chill' sweat "dampened his forehad. Cursing wildly, 
he flung off-the restraining hand. '■ 

"There can be no return.” 

The old man stood quietly looking at Donovan with shadowed , 
pityir\g eyes'. ‘ He toppled over without a sound when Red 
Donovan's clenched fist crashed brutally against the bearded 
chin*. The burro, shyjng, bolted aWay back toward the town. 

•* T hell with that, then f Donovan muttered.- . 

Better get going before the whole damned town came yelping 
after him. With twenty yards start, he glanced back over his » 
shuolder. The prospector lay still, lopse as a tumbled bundle 
of empty clothes! . * • ’ 

BEFORE the sun was an hour high, glistening sand crystals 
flunjg dazzling fife into, the pulsing air. Dijfiovap felt slightly 
dizzy,. , -• 

Sweat bathed his body. The b&tvy pack chafed his back. 
Behind* him the town, indistinct, warped oddly through the 
heat haze, growing more and more dreaifilike and* ghostly as 
the sun climbed the metajlic sky. 

. Donovan plodded On. Now -and then he glanced over hrs 
shoulder. Neither town nor pasifc were there any more- 
- Damn funny! He . could see the black line of the distant 
•arroyo where Pete Spinelli had fallen. A°d there was nothing" 
between; — rto houses, no cpttonwood trees, no water! Nothing 
only coloured sand glowing with 'heat 'and a few scattered 
grease wood bushes! 

As far as he cpuld'sep he was the one living thing on the face 
of the desert, the centre of a vast circle utterly lonely. . 

At least the ‘distant mountains were real! They had. not 
changed! And Donovan walked toward the mountains. Yes, 
as Jong as the mountains' stayed there he couldn't be lost— 
he'd know, anyway, where he was -Jieading- — —4* 

He didn't remember how or when he had lost his hat — before > 

he saw the mirage, or afterwards.' % ' 

Pain, like a steel clamp, tightened about.his forehead. -He 
had better rest, seek shadow, save strength for the night when 
pitiless s,un stopped sucking moisture .from his body. What a 
fool to keep going, liki a Hunted man, when there was ho one- 
nothing — to follow ! 

The pack was too heavy to lug any farther. What if he buried 
it, marked by a pile of rocks? He could always come back , 
to his little cache. J_'^ e that guy— yeah, Death Valley Scotty— 
the lug with a palace — never caught in a jam like this— — 

Crouched in tjhe black shadow of a little wash, Donovan 
unscrewed the cap of the canteen dipped full from the water 
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hole af Salvation Wells. He.raised the canteen to his lips — ; 
coughed,' and spat. In his' mputh there was only the bitter * 
taste of dry alahli dust.. 

He hurled the dust-fijled canteen aside. Soon,|hen h$_ began 
rtftining. Back — the town wasn’t — couldn’t — be far! He had- 
to find it! It Was there— he’d been in, it! That morning”— 
not long ago! 

. There Was ftater— there — at .the edge bf the tifwn. Only, 
He couldn't reach it’. It was-all dim and kept getting dimmer — 
the -sjeepy desert town, the calm pool, the burro, the crld-p/o- • 
spector standing there so. quietly watching Red ’ Donovan 
die - * 



“Let mb in!” Donovan howled, the words stifled -in his 
swollen blistered throat. “Damn you— you devils^let me— 
in— — ‘ * * 

• The wide plane of the desert and the deep bowl of the sky 
met and were sealed at the horizon. In all that empty world 
of shimmering crystal there was now no moving thing. 

Presently, a tiny black specie began drifting lazily downward. 

A' hot Wiftd 'from- the mountains stirred the sand, sSt dust- 
devils to whirling, fantastic shaped like shifting smoke amid 
* the crash of broken prisms of colour. The sand whiskered , 
a dry flinty sound like the scratching of -dead twigs-- — ; 
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By, RALPH MILNE FARLEY ' 

Biology created — and theii filled — a gangster's plan for the perfect murder. 

IKE a cowed and® disheartened tiger in a cage, the by these organizers^ and so continued 3s simple undifferentiated 



slim broad-shouldered man in evening clothes plodded _ egg-Cells.” 



|| < 

■ ° up and down the modernistica’Hy furnished windowless 

I “—air-conditioned room. His- cruel lips were set at a 
bitter slant. - • g. : ~ . ; 

Nearby, a bull-necked manrin a blue serge suit sat watching 
him. ■ •. , * • 

“But, boss.” the bull-necked one remonstfated anxiously, - 
. “what’s th’ matfer wid this dump as a hang-but?” 

The tiger abruptly ceased his pacing, and snarled, “ It’s safe, 
yes. It’s comfortable, yes. But I- want freedom, Mike. 
And I don’t intend to Stay cooped up here "all my life— cops 
or no cops!” , 

A buzzensounded insistently. Both men jumped, and turned . * 
toward the door. 

“It must be the doc, Mike,” slid the slim man, brightening. 
“And. that means freedom for me! Let him in.” 

The big man lumbered to His feet, and slouched out of the 
room. The other, resumed his paring* but with a new feline 
litheness' in his step. 



"And you believe that it is possible to isolate one”' of these 
egg-cells, grow it- in .a test tube, inject the proper organizers 
' at the appropriate ’time and place, and thus develop it into a 
baby ' . ... • * . ■ * ■ 

"How dp you know so much about m/ researches ” the 
- little doctor countered. . 

Moroni smiled a twisted thin-liPped snv’le. “My scouts 
have been- checking up on you. Doctor Tiverton. >-But answer - 
my question!” ' 

“Yes, we biologists believe that it is possible. And why 
not? *Not all twins are caused- by. the fertilization of two 6va; 
nor ’even by one ovum splitting into two parts. -SometSnes 
there occurs what is called ‘delayed twinning' : that is to say, 
an'undifferentiated cell takes it into its head — if T may 0364116 
phrase — to become a baby, and so it starts developing just as 
thqugh it Were 'the original ovum. . * 

“One of the theories of cancer, Mr. Moroni, is that the cancer 
germ in sqjne way stimulates a group.df undifferentiated cells 



A few minutes lafer Mike reappeared, shoving protestingly into an attempt to prodope a_ delayed twin. That is why 



before him a small bespectacled man irl a white laboratory 
coat. 

“Sit down. Doctor,” the slits man invited with a wave of 
his manicured hand towards one of. the chrorfiium-plated 
chairs. .‘Mike, you needn’t stay. I'm quite sure that Doctor 
Tiverton is not dangerout! * , ». • . ' 

But the doctor did not take the proffered chair. He studied 
his host for a moment, then fell back a pace, with ah expression 
of startled recognition. “So it’s Tony. Mqrorii the gangster, 
is k? Well, whatever dirty job you want of me, I’ll not do it!” 
“Sit — dpwn\" ■ . " * 

- Startled, the little doctor sat. ' , • 

“ Now, doctor* tell me about your researches. Is it true 
that you plan to grow babies in test-tubes— asexually, by 
‘budding’ as'i believe yoi? biologists call it?" 

.TIVERTON stiffened, and 4 set his puny jaw belligerently. 
But the gangster’s evident interest in Tiverton’s beloved 
experiments proved, too much foe nim. He relaxed. He 
leaned forward. His pale eyes glowed behind his.thlck-lerised 
glasses. f , 4 ‘ , 

“Correct," he earnestly replied. “There are scattered 
throughout every human body millions of cells,- of '‘undiffer- 
entiated tissue! — the same stuff which make- Up the original 
egg from which the man was born. When thP egg developed 
into an embryo, certain hormones called ‘organizers’ caused 
most of the cells to differentiate into skin, nerve, brain, muscle, 
bone, and so forth ; but some of the cells remained untouched 



teeth and hair, for example, are often found in cancers.’.’ 

- Tony Moronrs eyes narrowed and he chuckled grimly. 
,‘ ‘So a cancer -victim is Jdlled by his own twfh brother? Quaint 
idea! And do you think that, if properly financed, you could 
yprodiice a twin brother for anyone 

“Yes.;* . - • 1 

.“An identical twin ” , ' . * 

“Yes. Every undifferentiated cril carries exactly the same 
hereditary characteristics as were earned by the original ferti- 
lized ovum.. But of Course the twin would be vpry much 
‘delayed.’’ For example, if I made a twin of you, he would be 
just a baby, ^whereas you are a grown man.” 

“ That’s’ what I was afraid of— er — er — isn't there some 
\yay of speeding them up ’’ He teased and glanced anxiously 
at Doctor Tiverton,- but Tiverton was' too carried away with 
his subject to notice anything othfcr than scientific interest in 
the question. 

“Yes. there is, a way,” he judiciously replied. "Do you 
remember reading in the ’papers a few years*ago about that 
baby who died of senile debility at ^h#age "of three months?" 
. Moroni nodded. . . 

The little doctor continued, "Well, that case interested me; 
So I experimented, and have already succeeded in isolating the 
hormong which causes gfowth. - From my experiments with 
animals* I believe that I could bring a human baby to maturity 
in about six months* although, of course, he would be child- 
like mentally,’ having had no experience with life!” : 

“That wouldn’t 'matter— : I mean, that’s very interesting, 
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Doctor Tiverton. I've always wartted'tS be a benefactor 

J You?” Tiverton’s pale e'yes widened with Surprise. 

“Why not?” ; ■ ‘ • 

‘ ‘But why?” Tiverton'.stared at him suspiciously. 

“Merely for your protection. Doctor. I don’t want the . 
public to accus? you of taking gangster mopey. I know that 
you jiave befen turned dpwij by the Rock feller Institute and 
•seyeral other foundation^. I -am your last chance. Conte, 
come, mand <^an’t_your des re to serve humanity, overlook 
the. source of the funds?" 

Doctor Tiverton’s p'ale eyes- -began to gleam again. “I — I — I 
thiyk you’re right, sit. Yes, I’ll accept your generous offer. 
Very gladly, sir. I didn’t mean *to be rude, but'yOu must 
realize ” 

• <t Moroni smiled wryly, and shrugged his broad shoulders. 
“No apologies; necessary. I understand. Your professional 
standing would suffer’ if it became known that Public Enemy 
No. 1 were backing you. Well-, as I, have already stated, it 
suits, me too to remain unknown. Okay, then. You will 
find ten grand deposited to* vour account ih the State. Street ‘ 
National Bank. Not a cent of it is to be spent for any purpose 
other than to equip a research laboratory — and to pay yourself 
ia salary of five hundred a month. You art to rtnder a monthly 
account, which I shall send for. From time to time I shall 
have you brought here to report in person. ' If you make satis- 
factory progress, more money will be made available, and your J 
salary will be raised. But you arp riot to publish anything, 
nor even let it be known what is your line of research, until 
I give the word. Any help hired by you must meet with my 
approval. Is everything understood,” ■ 

“yts. Yes, indaedf You are very generous. And,, 
although your terms suond a' bit peculiar.'that is doubtless due 
to your— er— moving' in different circles- from me. I’ll try 
to de'serve your confidence.” 

Moroni twisted up his thin-lipped mouth "and 'chuckled. 
•He arose gracefully and pulled a bell-cord, IJig Mike Carrie 
rolling in. . * - 

“Send Doctor Tivertofi home in toy car,” Moroni com, 
mapded. Then held out Tjis hand, “Good-bye, Doctor. 
You and I are going to be very useful to each other." 

' . Mijce^ffowning-and shaking his big hea'd, led the little doctor 
£rom the room. > 

Tony ' Moroni resumed his pacing, but alb suggestion, of a 
caged tiger was now gone.. 1 His pacing was the testingjStride of - 
one about to be freed. 

Mike returned, with -a worried scowl on his heavy face. 
“I suppose you know what yer doin’. bofs. But won’t th’ 
doc tip off ttu bulls to where yer hidin’ 

Moroni sniffed contemptuously.- “Not he! Doctor Tiverton 
is so intensely interested in his experiments that he won’t want 
to kill the goose that lays the golden eggs.” 

“So you admit yer a goose, boss? Well, th’ quicker you lay 
an egg under th’ doc an’ blow him ter hell, th’ better it’ll silit- 
me. • 

“Allin good.time, Mike. All in good time." He stretched 
his arms out to each side,” and drew a deep breath of exaltation. •; 

• » - a , . 

A MONTH later Tony Moroni sent for Doctor Tiverton, 
and, this time the doctor, came willingly, without coeTcion or , 
subterfuge, to the warehouse irithe depths of which was located 
the gang-leaders windowless air-conditioned palatial **apart»- 
ment. . ~ /,* . 

The two men met wi.thout'tension, like business acquaint 
aftces of long-standing. , - : • 

“Well," asked Moroni, rubbing, his sensitive hands together 
eagerly, “what progress?" 

“I’ve succeeded in isolating some undifferentiated tissue, 
and causing it to multiply. But I haven’t yet succeeded *n 
'producing the necessary organizers to cause f it t‘o> differentiate. 

I need help.” . ' 

“1 rather expected the request. And I believe that I’ve 
thought up a way t<^ grant if. How would you like to open 
■ another laboratory, with a dozen or so bright yourig assistants, 



devoted exclusively to cancer' research?'* . *" . 

“Yes,” eagerly. Then,' puzzled,, “ But why another labora- 
tory?" • * ' - 

Moroni’s eyes narrowed slightly.. “Because, my. dear 
doctor, in that way thesp young men will never suspect that 
their search’ for the orgSnizeVs ■ which cause cancers is being 
conducted, not in hope of curing cancer, but rather to assist 
you ia' your private experiments in your own exclusive labora- 
tory: Thus we shall eliminate the danger that oifti of your : 
bright young mgn might steal the show. You see, I’m looking 
out for your interests.” *' 

“Y«S — I.see,” doubtfully. • • • 

Moroni’s keen eyes studied intently the face of his protege. 
“Very well.* Hop to it.” s 

The periodic conferences continued. Four months later, 
the little doctor gleefully informed his patron that his assistants 
had succeeded in isolating _mo$t of the hormones of differentia- 
tion. By using these hormones, he had been 'able to eause - a 
mass of undifferentiated tissue to develop into a human embryo 
in his own private laboratory. 

Tony Moroni chewed his cheek and studied his protege. 
“It has actually become an embryo?” he asked eagerly. 

"Yes.” . ' 

“You have reason to believe that it will develop intp,a normal 
human child?'’ 

. “Yes." ; / ; * 

"Then destroy it !’’ .4 ■ » ■ 

The little doctor's pale eyes snapped with horror. 

• “But, Mr. Mproni!” he wailed, uncomprehending. 

““Who is paying for these experiments?” Moroni sternly 
asked. , . #• 

“You, sir,, but *’ ' 

“Vety well, then. Go back to your laboratory and get^our 
‘tools,’ or whatever^ you call , them. Bring, them here and' 
isolate some of my undifferentiated tissue. Mine, do you hear 
me? i want you to make a twin brother for me." 

“Y-yes, sir. But the ojher embryo, the one wlfich I have 
already started. Wouldn t it be well to continue that one, 
several steps ahead -of this one, as a sbrt of guide — a pilot 
experiment, as it were?” . * 

“N(M Kill it,*‘and start again. . You cart make several out. 
of mtj tissue, and use some of those to experiment upbn.” 

The little doctor clenched his hands in mental agony, then 
set his puny jaw and shook his hea<ii 

_ Moroni’s eyes snapped, and his upper lip, curled back off his 
teeth. “Slippose I withdraw rriY financial support?” 
“Suppose I tell the police?” 

“You’d never live to tefl them.” 

* ‘But why do- you wantme.to kill it?” 

“Man, don’t you uhdesstand? It is I who am putting up 
all the money for this research ; so don’t you see that Twant my 
own twin to be the first one ever created iif this way? Can’t’ 
you realize my pride in fatherhcoc^ or brotherhood, gt what- 
ever?” 

Doctor Tiverton smiled tolerantly, and nodded cofnpre- 
h^ndingly. • , ' - . 

“Very well, then,” Moroni continued. “Go back' and get 
your tools.” a ’ • 

. _ > _ ’ .... 

DOCTOR TIVERTON did', not return* quite as soon as 
Moroni had expected him to. 

When big Mike finally brought the doctor in, his boss was 
pacing up and down as he had not done since the^day when 
Doctor Tiverton was first brought to him. 

"Well?” he snapped. * • 

“They-say- £h’ doc' asked ’em to “drive him from his office 
to his home. He took a bag to get some clothes in.’** 

“Of course- I did,” Doctor Tiverton hurriedly added. 4 -I 
may be . here "several days, getting the samples, You intended 
■ that,' didn’t youf-sir?" ' * 

“Oh, so that’s it-, «h? * Well, doqjt pull anything like that 
again. From no\y on* you’re* going to be under guard. At- 
your private laboratory, at the cancer research center, at your 
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' home, eveynyhere." . „ 

r , j/‘‘I father expected that, sir,” said Tiverton mildly. 

Moroni threw a swift glance at hirq, then shrugged his shoulders. 

' “Well, get going. Perhaps',, if you hurry, vou won’t haye to * 

■ spend the night here after all." . 

"Of'course, sir, if you object to my staying here, I can keep 
on. coming back and taking samples, until I get results.” 

“That would be much better." 

Using a local anesthetic, Doctor Tiverton took several small ' 
bits of flesh from those accessible portions of the anatomy of 
the sardonic gang-leadei where cancer most frequently develops. , 

. These samples he placed in' culture -media in thermos ‘bottles. 
Then, under the personal guardianship of big Mike, he^le parted 
for his private laboratory. 

Later Mike returned alone. 

“Well Moroni anxiously inquired. 

“I don’t know what it’s alPSbqut, boss,” Mike replied, “ but 
did like you said. There was-somelhin’ what looked like a 
pollywog growin’ in. a bottle*' Tfi’ doc said it was a baby. 
He poured acid on it— an 'pouf! . , . , 

Moroni relaxed his tenseness, and smiled a tight limped, 
twisted smile.. “Npw mini will be the first and only one!’’ he 
exulted. * . 

“Say, boss, you’ain’t thinkin’ of havin’ a kid, are you ’ 

“Mike, you’d be surprised.” 

DOCTOR TIVERTCNtmafle several trips to Tony Mofoni’s 
secret hang-out before "he repprted that he had succeeded in 
isolating a. group of undifferentiated cells from the sampfes 
of flesh taken from his patron. - ' . . 

■> Meanwhile several, of the -gang- leader’s henchmen. were 
given janitor jobs in Tiverton’s private laboratdfy and in his 
cancer research centre, while ? other gorillas shadowed the 
doctor everywhere he went. 

finally Doctor Tiverton- reported to Moroni that several 
embryos had started to grow. 1 The healthiest one was picked 
for the final product, and the others wefe used to try injections 
on. before applying the injections to the chosen individual. 
One by one these test babies died. Like an American Beauty 
rose, nourished by the clipping of all the other buds on the stem, 
the selected embryo developed and grew in "its tube of . culture- 
medium. - 

/. >Tony Moroni became- frantically eager to see it. He sent 
for Doctor Tiverton almost eerily for reports; had him take 
many photographs showing its progress begged him to bring 
it over to the hangout. But the little doctor insisted that the 
risk was too great. ‘ , ' •' 

“In fact,” said Doctor Tiverton, “I'd like to hire a competent 
nurse right now without waiting for the baby to be bom. 
Then the? fetus, can bo under constant. care, and attention, even 
when I’m at home asleep.”. 

“I know just the tone for you,” said Moroni. * 

He sent for a girl named Rose, who had been a trained nurse, 
and later the molLof Bill Dolan, Moroni’s trusted lieutenant. 

. Dolan was still Moroni’s lieutenant, but no longer quite so 
trusted.** And Rose had been thrown over by Dolan,- which 
fact rendered her- more than willing to make a play for the big 
boss himself, if for no other reason than tp show Bill Dolan 
that he had kicked her upstairs rather than down. .. 

“Rose,” said Moroni,'* I have a job for you, a long hard job, 
a year perhaps.' When it’s, over, you and I are going away — 
together. Meanwhile .I’ll see that the t boys all know that 
you’re Tony Moroni’s girl. Will you do thyi for rife ’ Hfe* 
drew his thin twisted mouth up into a ’smirk. . 

"Willi? Say, Tony, you know Tye always- 4 — •” 

“Save -that for later!”, he snapped, holding up his hand 
protestiqgly. "You’re not my girl yet, though the boys will 

■ all be told so. Not until I’ve tested your loyalty for year. 
And you’re not to breathe a word of all this to Bill Dolan.” 

‘‘That so-and -so’” she spat .“Say* Tony, if the info 
means anything to ; |5ill Dolan’ that’s reason enough for me 
. buttoning up my lips.” 



N INE months elapsed.- Moroni wat-as" nervous as an expectant 
father at a maternity hospital. And when Doctor Tiverton 
at last telephoned him that the Baby had been taken from its 
test-tube and had successfully drawn its first breath of life — . 
his words had been: “Mr. .Moroni I congratulate you op 
becomirjg the brother of a .seven-pound baby boy ” — the gang- 
ster had gone to ^>ed -and required medical atterition himself. 

He was even tempted to leave the Safe seclusion of his hide- 
out and go to see the child, but lie restrained himself. Instead 
he had Doctor Tiverton come and report in pferson leaving-the 
new-born baby m its nurse’s care. , 

“Doctor Tiverton,” he exulted, “wp two have made a great 
contribution to the unwritten histoiy of America. Next I 
want you to mature that baby just as quick as the' Lord will 
let you. Ybu still think you can do it ” 

Th^ little doctor’s pale eyes glowed pride full}'. - Trh sure 
that* I can.” J • ’ 

* ‘How lorig will it-take fo bring him to my ©wn age; ” - 
’• Doctor Tiverton studied his patron's appearance apprais- 
ingly. • V About sevfen months, I should estimate.” 

“Good! Good! “Doc.yqp don’t know what this means to 
me^-to have a twm brother my own age and looks. Why, 
it'll be the making of me! Doc, you can rest assured’ that . 
I shan’t forget you, when you finally -geepmplish what I'm 
after!” . : • # 

“Of course,” Tivertpn diffidently, explained, “you under- 
stand, Mr. Moroni, that although yotir brother’s mind, will be 
the equal of yours, it will be wholly untrained, with only the 
, experience of a young child.” • a 

•*‘‘Yes, yes,” impatiently. "I understand.” 

“But, sir," reasuringly, "he should catch* up with you Very- 
quickly from then on.” .. . * 

“I wonder. Moroni smiled a thin-lipped, introspective 
smile. “Well, run along. Doc. Apd Heaven help you if 
Anything happens to* my brother, before he reaches the age of 
thirty-sixi” ■ . 

In Doctor Tiverton-’s -private laboratory, under the constant 
, care of Tiverton and the nurse Rose, Moroni’s twin baby brother 
matured by leaps and bounds. Weekly photographs were 
taken and submitted to Moroni, and the gang leader s exultation 
grew as the- liaby progressed through childhood to boyhood,' 
young manhood. * , , - - . . 

As he studied each successive picture, the gang- leader would 
chuckle. "Yes. Yes. That’s just how I looked at that age. 
Ain’t science wonderful. Doc!’ * • - 

■Six months after the “ birth " of the test-tube baby, it was 
the exact replica pfeTony Moroni at the age of thirty.. Motom 
shut himself up more .completely than ever, and Refused to 
see anyone except big Mike,- Doctor Tiverton, and the nurse 
Rose. ' 

And he.stirted to grows beard. 

* As fie laughingly explained to Mike, “ My brother is getting 
'tojodk so much like me, that I’Ve^ofto have sofne way of telling 
us apart. Hence* the beard.” 

' Mike’stared at him for a moment. Suddenly comprehension 
and admiration dawned upon his broad features. 

“I get^ha. Chief!” he exclaimed. “Yer goin’ ter bump of! 
-yer brother, an’ then iriake a getaway.” His fate fell. “ But 
how abouf yer fingerprints? That is unless yer twin has th’ 
same prints asperse If.” ’ , 

Moroni laughed. “Mike, yop amaze me withyour enidition. 
No, the poor boy’s fingerprints are not like mine. Np two men 
in _thie world have identical fingerprints, not even in the case 
.of identical twins. Mike, you have always been very clever 
at carrying out ‘my orderg, even though' you are sometimes a 
. bit slow in thinking for yourself. Here is a list <ff the, places 
where *my firjgerprints are on file, an^ the ejates wfipn each 
was printed. From each place I warit you’ to, get me a blank 
fingerprint card of thfc kind which was in use on that date, 
and also borrow my record card. The sky is the limit. Now 
hop to it!” - 

“Igetchav Chief," big Mike grinned. So all the record 
cards of Tony Moroni were, supplanted by cards just the same 
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i n every respect ecxept that they "bore the fingerprints of Moroni’s 
laboratory-bred twin brother.' 

By the time that this interchange had been completed, the' 
twin, actually only seven months'old, was in, appearance thirty- : 
six, .like the brother from whose flesh fie had sprung. 

Then one nighf, when Doctor Tiverton was home' in bed. 
Rose and her patjent.were brought to the air-conditioned hide- 
out in the secret depths -of the - warehouse. 

ITie synthetic twin -was qlad in a suit of TdhV Moroni’s best, 
which he wpre with the same easy swagger as his gangster 
brother. He had the - same broad shoulders, the same slim 
hips, the same keen eyesj and, twisted mouth. , In fact, except 
for an almost unnoticeable itnWturity “of expression, he uxts 
Tohy-Moroni. ' , 

THE peal MoVoru's face was pale beneath his new-grown 
beard, as Rose introduced them. " « ' 

“Bobby," she sain, “ this ia the kind Mr. Moroni", who gives 
us all pur nice things.— I call him>Bdbby, Tony. Had to give 
him a riame, you know.— Bobby, shake hands with the nice 
man.— Gosh,. Tony! I hardly knew/you with -those whiskers.” , 
The' twin obediently held pub his hand. “ Pleased to, pieet 
you, sir,” he said. His voice had the deep pitch of a man’*.' 
so remarkably similar to Moroni’s own voice that the gangster 
winced. But the i ntonation was that of a young child.' 

Moroni was quivering as with a chill asjie took*hold of the. 
outstretched hand. His own hands' were encased in white 
cotton gloves. * * *,. * • 

“ They never told me he cbjrld*talk!" he exclaimed. “Nor 
that he had a naitier So this is ‘Bobby.- Robert^doroni, my 
own tvfin brother!” ■ * 

He shuddered,' and passed the. back of one white-gloved 
hand across his eyes with a tired gesture. Thld he Straightened' 
his shoulders, and set his crooked jaw defiantly. Big Mike 
. looked worried, Moroni nodded to him reassuringly. » ' . 

Come Bobby. Come into this next room with' me. 
want to show you something." . 

“Gosh, Tony.’ cried Rose, comprehending, “whatcher 
goipgto'dotothe— — " 

■ Mike clapped a big hand across her mouth,’ and firmly held 

. her. But Bobby never noticed. He was trustingly and ad- 
miringly following his older brother. And if he Irad noticed, 
he would not have understood. . - ' . , 

The door closed behind him and' Moroni. A muffled shot 
was heard. ■ Rose shrieked, in spite of Mike’s restraining hand, 
and struggled violently in his tgar-like arms. ■ 

When Moroni returned again through' the door, his face was 
set and “grim, and his usually inscrutable eyes were Brimming. 
In each white-gloved hand he tfield a gun. , ■ 

“And now, damn you. Rose,” he snarked, “ you're going to 
answer for my brother’s death!” . . 

The girl’s eyes widened, and her face went white? as she 
struggled in the powerful arms ofibig Mike". • 

“Me?” she ehrieked. . “Good GoH, Tony- — 

’“Oh, I know 'it’s not your faulty But you used to be Bill ' 
Dolan s moll, and I hate him. If he hadn’t ddiiblecrossed Yiie, 

I d not -have had to cower here in.this hideout all these months, 

' afraid of the police. And you were Dolan’s moll at'theftime 
when he doublecrassed me: You see this gun. Rose? It% 
^Dolan's, ft has his fingerprints on it. ,A bullet from it has 
just killed my. brother — who everyone will think is me. The 
gun will be planted back on Dolah again!” 

He raised the other gun, and Rose’s eyes went even*widfer. 
She cowered back against big Mike. 

“Tony, Tony!” she cried. • “I’m your girl! Do you hear 
me? 1 Heft Bill Dolan for you! I lpv^you, F swtar’it! Tony, 
you can’t 3o this to me!” _ . 

But Moroni’s facg remained grirh. 1 
" ‘This othe.r gun is mine. It has no prints on it:’ he said. 

“ TontY ’ ' 

The roar of the weapon cut short her agonized appeal. > Wifh 
a gurgling shriek. Rose collapsed in'Mike’s arms. .... *. 

■ “Drop her right there, Mike,” Moroni commanded uncon- 



cernedly, “before you get blood all over you. I’m •'going to 
put this gun into the right hand of myself, lying dead on the 
floor of the next room.” ■ . 

’ A momentary Shudder passed through his slim, perfectly 
tailored fortn as he mentioned the dead body in the next room. 

Mike shrugged his broad shoulders. “But I don’t see— — ” 
he began. *' " ~ ' ./■' * 

“Very simple.” Moroni explained, with a . contemptuous 
glance ^t th<* crumpled, body of the girl who had loved him; 
"Here’s how the bulls will figure'it out. Bill Dokn came here 
. to find Rose. We had a quarrel over the girl. I killed her— 
probably accidentally, while gunningjor Dolan. And" Dolan 
chased me into- the next Toom.and’shotme down. So. the 
police will'cross Rublic Enemy No/ I off their list. as gone the 
way of all bad gangsters.” . , 

' He .paused, and his crooked slit mouth contorted into- a 
broad grin. * ■ ' 

t , “And listen to the best 4 part, of it, Mike,” he chuckled. 
“Bill Dolan, the mug who doublecrossed me, Willget the hot- 
'seat for my murder;* which he would like to have pulled, 
so that makes it perfectly fair to pin it onto him. Oh, and just 
before leaving town I’ll phone the,, police ah anonymous tip 
to take a look'in the. ware house.”' 

“Bift how about th’ doc? Won’t, he squeal?” 

“Mike, you took the' words out of my mouth. Send two of 
the boys to the doc’s residence, to' invite him here to an important 
cpnferfence. And they mustn’t slip. He probably will come 
without suspecting anything. But he most be brought here at " 
- all costs. Get that? And while the toys are bringing the doc . 
you plant this gun back on Bill Dolan. Now scram!” 

* He wrapped the Dolan gun in a handkerchief and handed 
'■'it over to his bigTodyguard. . Then he turned, slumped a bit » 

and carried the other gun through the doorway of the adjoining 
rporii. 1 , ’ , . ' ■ , ' - 

ABOUT arrhour lat?r Mike returned and reported the siiccassfu 
planting of the Dolan gun. 

1 just then, ffle buzzer rang. .• Mike went to answer it. 

In a few minutes he came lumbering excitedly back avith a 
worried look on his usually bland face. 

“Say, Chifef, this is bad!” he panted. “ Th* boys' have 
bumped off th’ doc.’’ } . . * - 

“What!” exclaimed Moroni. • 

“They had to,. Chief! Honest they did. He wouldn’t 
come with em, so they grabbed him, an’ gagged him, an’ drug 
him along. *• He fought, an’ kicked, an’ bit. They kep’ telliri’ - 
, him they’d bump him off if he didn’t shut hi? trap, 'but they 
say be was too scared ter listen ter reason, An’ finally ip th’ 
-car be' broke loostTrom his gag an’ let-out a yell; so they let 
j him have it."’ ‘ 4 •_ v. . ' * 

"Where’s the body?” 

“ Downstairs in th’ car." • 

Moroni relaxed, and laughed a laugh of relief. “Why,‘ 
that“s perfectly 'all rigty:, Mike. It' has. merely saved me the 
trouble of doing it myse.f. . And I rather liked the doc. I* 
killed one map to-night, whom I,.had father l^t live. Two — pr 
— one is enough jn one night — pot that I mmd bumping off 
that she-rat,^’ Jie added hastily? 

“Well," fie continued,- “you bring up the body/ I want to 
take a good look at it, so that I shan’t be depending on anyorie 

* else’s say-so that Doctor Tiverton is dead. Then there’ll be 
mo orte else in the world who knows the story of the test-tulje * 

baby, except you and me, _ 

“Oh, and find put which of the boys shot the doc, and bring 
me his gun. I’llfeke it with me aftd drop it in the river to-night. 

“That’ll make one -unsolved mystery foe the police to worry 
-about, with no gun for the ballistic experts to match with the 
death gullet.” He chufekfed grimly. 

Mike hurried out, and presently returned with a slumped 
fflgure over one shoulder, and a gun in the other hand. M oron > 
pocketed the gun, ' and then carefully examined- the small 
frail body. ' ’- 
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It s the jloc. all right,” he said', chuckling grimly. "Face, 
lookrkind of peaceful in death. Good mate rial for- a first-rate 
undertaker’s job, if if weren’t for the feet that he’ll probably 
lie for. a long time, before he’s found. For I want ygu t6 
take him to his.own private laboratory, Mike, and leave him 
there. By the time he’s found, his body’ll be in such bad shape 
that no one'll ever figure out He wasii-’t killed right' there. All 
right, Mike, take him away. And when -you come back, tell 
the boys 'not to .wait.” . ' . 

AFTER Mike had departed, to.ting his grisly burden, MoToni 
brought out two' heavy suitcases, and set them down beside 
the elevator- well. On them he laid a -hat and coat. He grinned 
a sHtted twisted grin through his new-grown, beard. 

“All set for the getaway,” he gloated. “"The perfect-crime. 
Now- no one knows ^aboul my double, excetot Mike and me. 
Poor Mike! . He' thinks that he is going with* me." 

With white-gloved hand he took- out the revolver which had 
‘killed die doctor. One cartridge had been discharged. Moroni, 
slipped the gun back into his pocket, and shook his head. 

"No,”.he;ruminated. "I can’t use this on%. I’ll haVe to 
use my own gat, and throw that away too. *It would never do 
for the police to find similar bullets in Mice’s dead body hire 
and in, the, doc’s dead body Over “Tin his laboratory. I don't 
want the doc’s death pinned on to my gang.” 

■ He reached beneath his left armpit, pulled out his own trim 
automatic and fingfered'it lovingly, 

’ “The perfect crime!” he repeated. 

The elevator clicked and began to approach. Moroni 
raised his gun with narrowed eyes. , 

The door ol the elevator opened, and Mike stumbled out, 
his fat face white with fear, his arms hanging in front of him.* 
Moroni fired, but jusfas he pulled the trigger,' he noticed that 
Mike’s wrists' were handcuffed; and with quick' appreciation 
of what this meant, he.jerked the weapon asidfe, and missed. ® 

_ Mike tripped aftd.pitched forward, pushet^by sprrteone behind • 
him. And cut of the elevator barged five policemen with 
drawn automatics. , 

* Moroni hesitated a moment* dropped- his weapon tq the 
floor, E&d,. raised his own-hands aloft, then chuckled softly to 
himself ai the humour of th'e situation. 



For not an, article, in either of die suitcases was identifiable 
as having belonged to the notorious Tony Moroni, now de- 
ceased ,* in fact they were all marked with the’ name "John 
Anderson . or the initials J. A. " All of his money was safely 
planted, in various -banks- under that- name. All rec<#jjed 
fingerprints of Tony Moroni would check With those of the 
deceased. , , 

The bearded living “John Anderson ” could testify that he 
had jpst rejurnedto his apartment, and had found the bodies; 
hqpce his Jxring jittery and {po quick on the' trigger jvhen the 
elevator door opened. He had known the dead Tony Moroni,” 
but not intimately. The girl, no.’ Bill- Dplah, .no. Mike, 
he had seen occasionally in company with Mr. Moroni, thaf was 
all. 

Mike himselt npt knowing that "fony had meant to shoot 
him, would not intentionally give his chief away— would cor- 
roborate hisstoi#. So that the worst that could happen woyld 
•be a charge, impossible to prove, that John Anderson had been 
‘harboring”' Tony Moroni. * 

Grinning, he held out his wrists, and the manacles were, 
, snapped <5n to them. * ' ... 

Just then there peered out of the elevatdf the timid face of . 
Doctor Tiverton, with" its thick- lensecTspectacles and pale blue 
eyes. 

As these eyes fogussed on the bearded prisoner, their timidity^ 
vanished, and thejittle doctor dashed wildly out into the troom. 

< “That’s him! That’s Tony .Moroni!” he cried, pointing 
at the Horriftsd gangster.' “He’s the man who sent his thugs to 
my house t^ kidnap' my twin brother. Tie killed my twin 
brother!" , 

" Your twin brother! ” Moroni ‘exclaimed invountarily, 
uncomprehending. . 

, “Yes, rriine, the embryos which you commanded me to kill, 
before I made yours fonyo.u.' Well, l didn’t kill them. You 
did, just now!” . . . - \ » "■ 

* Moroni went limp. A policeman, ^patting Moroni’s pockets, 
.pulled out a revolver. ’ * 

. "One "cartridge fired,”*the d£p announced.,. “Perhaps this 
is the gun th'at killed Doctor Tiverton’s brother. 

, It was. The perfect crime had crumbled. 




Gi#anli : u'ebs of doom— miles in extent, hundreds of feet deep 



I REMEMBER the preacher saying, . “-I now pronounce 

you man and wife ” and I remember the iweet smile 

on Lorraine Bowman’s face and the dazed smirk- on 
Johnny Larkin’s, and the clank of sabers as 'we walked 
up the aisle through an arch of gleaming steel. IYemember 
asking to kiss the bride. Then I remember something about a 
banquet, with somebody passing out drinks, -and I remember 
demanding to kiss the bride again. 

Then there was another bottle or three, and it must have been . 



powerful juice Ijeqause I reme'mber Johnny Larkin frowning 
he bride. Then J felt sorry fori 
Captain Elowman ro; ared some- 

, _ Lson-bfea-spacehawk home and 

pour him into bed,” and 1 loo’ked Ground, wondering who 
. i j i._. i_.ii..- ‘j -ii- i.-a. ' -i W;l • i 



when .1 insisted on kissing 
myself and started to cry*, 
thing about, “ Take that* 1 

.. . ■ i L. J ” 



ing the 
y.amdC 
:*boiled 
Hooke 



tanked, and by gelly, they all were brit me! Which. I tried to 
explain^ standing on a table so I could get their attention, 
but somebody pulled the table out from under me. 

Apd that’s all I remember until J woke up the next mOrning 



with'my mouth tasting like fhe inside. of a birdcage, and Lt". 
Sam Evans,. Second. Mate of the Pegasus, was standing at my 
bedside -grinning at me. Sunbeams were bouncing up and 
down on my counterpane like elephants. I moaned, and said, 
“Get ’em out of here, Sam!” - 

He said, “ Them? Who?”. 

“Those'little purple men. They’re making faces at me.” 

He said, “Shoo! Go aVr-ay, little purple men!" and they 
disappeared. “You,” he said, “.sure collected yourself 3 
snootful last night.” . , 

‘“Who?.” I demanded; holding the top of my head on. ’ “Me? 

I don’t kfiow what you’re talking about. Cam J help if if F 
was sq^denly taken sick ?” , * , ' 

“You were suddenly taken," he chortled, “ drunk! I 
thought Eddie when you picked Cap Bowman up piggy-back 
and started sliding down banisters with'him. You saj^ y° u 
were a space cacUole looking for some place to happen. And - 
when yomtold the crowd about the jimeypu swiped the skipper’s 
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winter drawers and ran ’em up the flagpole ” 

“Did I,”*I shuddered, “tell them* that?” 

' "You sure. did. You also«had a lotto say about sd me girl 
at Mars Central space-port. You saicPyoycalled her ‘ Ginger, 
because she was a snl]p 

. “Go ’way!" I moaned. “Go ’way .and let me explode in®" 
peace.’ # 

- Evaifs grinned. “No can* do. Sparks. Bownian sent me 
down to get you. All brevetmen are to 1 report to the control 
turret. immediately, So grab some brakfast, and-*- — 
a* “Don’t l” I -hoxyled. • 

BUT I had som'e Breakfast while -I dressed : an atfpirjn, a cup 
of cdffee, and two more aspirins. And I finally^ reached, the 
control -tufret of our sipJace-going scow, there to find my ship- 
mates standing around looking very what^he-hell ? The 
skipper scowled at me as I. wobbled in. * 

“ Well ! So you mlde it? Darby, there’s limits to every- 
thing, and you exceeded ’em last njght " _ f 

“Look, Skipper,” 1 said, “I can Explain everything. It 
was this way; — — ” 

“Best mah!” he Ported. “If you was the best man at 
that Weddin', I’m a grampus' tonsils. You was a disgrace'to 
yourself, the Pepasus, an mankind in general — Ah! The top 
of the momin’ to yoij, son." . 

Enter the bridegroom, Johnny Larkin, preceded by a sheepish 
grin. ;He said, “Good morning, folks.- Lovely day, isn’t 
itl” Then, to the Old Man, curiously,'’’’ I thought they were 
Earthdocking us for three weeks, »Skipper? . Why the con- 
ference?” . s i 

“Your guess is as good aS mine. I got. a call from G.H.Q. 
first.thing this rriomin’. All leaves to be cancelled, they said. 
We re to have a visitor in g few— There! That must be him 
now.” ' ’ 

It was. Colpnel Ira Brophy, one of the igbay otshays o£> 
the IPS, the corporatioh that pays us our monthly insufficient. 
He bustled in.all grins, grunts and glamor, pump-handled the 
skipper and beamed on us like an overgrown-sunbeam. 

. “A fine looking body of men; 15 Captain Bowman! Yup, 
yup! And believe “mg, sir, the IRS is'justly proud of this ship 
and its officers. Yup!” ■ 

At my side, Johnny Larkin muttered something that sounded 
like * — doriae ferentes— ” But Captain Bowman- fell for it, 
hook, line and. sinker. He said, “Thank you. Colonel. And 
we, in turn. are proud to be provileged to do our little part for 
the- Corporation. Any thing, any time— that's the .Vay we 
feel about it— — " . '• a ' « 

Brophy pounced gleefully. 

“Wonderful, Captain! Marvelous! *Yup; yup, yiip ! I told 
my associates that would be your attitude. ‘The men of the- 
Pegasus ,’ I told thfim, ‘will be delighted 4 to undertake this 
mission. Even tHftugh' it may mean the curtailment of a 

certain amount of personal liberty and pleasure ’ 

Bowman's, chin hit his wishbone. A pint-sized Aurora 
Borealis played over his gjlls. “M-mission?” he gargled. 

'|Yek, Captain. .It is .my pleasure to inform you that to the 
Pegasus has been allotted the honor of investigating our recent 
.'cosmic visif&r, Caltech VI v Yup, yup! 

“You will be equipped with fnotion-picfhrei meteorological 
and 'analytical devices, and will -lift gravs at -19.03 Solar 
Constant Time tomorrow. I need” not. assure you that with 
' you go The best wishes-of pur great organization— — ” 

I -didn’t hear the r^st. Iwas too busy.stifling an e impulse 
to wham Brtjphj over the conk with ,a blunt instrument. I 
glimpsed the p/ms of Larkin, Evans, Weir, and the rest of the 
boys, and knew I wasn’t alone in my reaction. 

This was a hellbustar of an assignment! Caltech VI was 
the latest addition 4p Sol’s family, a space-wandering plane 
that, from God-knows where. Tiad recently swum within the 
gravitational attraction of our sun— and taken up residence 
Between' Mars and the asteroids. ,, - 

From the beginning it had been a trouble-maker. I needn't 
tell even the ground-grippingest Earthlubbe'r of- you that the 
solar *system is weighedsorr such a hair-trigger balance that 
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any considerable outside influence vJilP'throw it haywire. 
Caltech VI — named after the old, .200-inch platter that had 
spotted it— had, raised a terrific rumpusesettling into an orbit. 
It had caused howling storms on Mars, ionic disturbances on 
mighty. Jilpi ter a»d blasted S.half hundre<J planetoids clear 
out of existence. ’ * 

Astronomers agreed the newcpmer could not last .very long. 
- A.cguple of t-housand years at the most. Inevitably it wouldtbe 
torn to pieces by the titanic tug-o ’-War eternally waged* by 
Jupitar and the Sun. But in- the meantime, acoprding to the 
Frainhofer analysis, there were valuable oree on the interloper. 
Somebody, the first person or grpup, who set claim-stakeS 
on Caltech’s Soil,j. would clean up big. 

Fine, hush ? Swdl ! , I- should have been joyful at .the 
prospect of dipping into this celestial gravy, eh? But maybe 
I forgot to mention that a] ready three expeditions had' gone 
out fropi Earth and one from Venus. All of them had reported 
•successful 'landings on the planet, then — silence! m 

Cap Bbwman had gathered up.his scattered wits, .now,' and 
began volleying protests lik.e a skeet'chuckef. 

' /‘But, Colonel!” he hq^led, “The Pegasus isn’t good enough 
for that sort of job.. We’re a freighter! Gur plates afe worn, 
our hypatomics old-fashioned- — ... 

“Yup.” said »sBrophy* agreeably. “We know, '.But your 
soace record -i^ envlable. You have served the Corporation 
faithfully and well—?—” ' ^ * 

What he meant Vas, we could be spared, Johfiny 'Larkih 
said wryly, “I should think those arguments' would be for not 
sending the Pegasus.’ 

B/ophy glowered at him f#>m' behind glinting pince-nez. 
“And who might this be?” , , .' . - - • 

The skipper said nervously, “Lt. fcarkin, sir.- My First 
Mate.” He added proudly, “Him ‘an’ njy daughter had a 
military weddin’ last night.' t , ' j - * 

“That's too bad, “Captahi. ’ 'hSrumped Brophy. “ But to 
return to the subject- — s ” . ' • , .. 

“Military!” bellowed the. skipper. “Not gfrotguril” Then 
a sudden idea struck him, he adopted a wheedling tone. "Look 
Colonel — if we gofta go, we gotta' go. But I-c’n excuse Lt. 
-Larkin from duty, can’t I? After all, he’s gn his iurlough. 

This is his honeymoon 

Brophy shook his headxlecisively. 

“I'm sorry. Captain. All furloughs are cancelled. AH 
men must report for duty on this special assignment-. I might- 
add, though, that if your venture is’successful *t-he Corporation 

will fittingly reward all participants* r” * 

“An’ if it ain’t 3 ” askbdThe Old Man. * - 
“They’ll bury us,” I piped up, “by remote control. With 
honors. See you later, boys. • 'I v<{ got to see-.a carpenter about, 
a coffin.” And*T left. 

SO. that was that. You don’t argue vfith the I.P.S. 5 The next 
day found;, the Pegdsus loaded to the gunwales with all sorts of 
equipment? Cameras; spectroscopes, inferometers, gadgets 
and junk/the very names of mpst of which were just so much. 
Sanskrit to me. That’s where , Johnny Larkin came in." He 
was not only our First-Mate ; he was our technological expert. 

But the Coiporatipn also had the almighty viscera to fill one 
freight, hold with cargo! “ Concentrate of zymase,” said the 
lading superintendent. “For, deposit at' Mars. Central on J:he 
rfetum trip. Get a receipt from tfie Medical Officer, Captain.” 
“What’s his name?’’jdemanded the skipper gloomily. “Saint 
Peter? Oh, hello, son. Sorry TcouIdn’t_get you out .of this 
-mess.' Where’s Lorraine?” , .. ; 

“That b -all right,” said Larkin. “Maybe everything will 
be all right. She’s home. She wanted to come ajong but I' 
wouldn’t let her. Spacers no place for a woman.” 

* , Bowman growled, ‘.‘This is a hell qf a honeymoon for you, 
boy! An’ .for her, too. Well, we might 3s well lift gravs. 
Sparks, get clearance from the port.’ • ' 

I said, “Aye, sir!” and did. At 19.03 on the nose we blasted 
hell-for-Thursday put of Long Island |*oit, for’rd tubes pointed 
at a mysterious new dot in the: heavens that had already killed 
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more men than a Cent&l American rebellion. ' I 

That Vvas at 19.03. At 22.00 sharp. Slops boomed- the gong 
• for the late Watch mess. And at 22.07, the door -of the mess 
hall opened and -in talked — Lorraine Larkin, nee Bowman! 

•» ’- , * 

CAP BOWMAN had a mouthful of tomato juice when Te laid 
eyes on her. Two seconds later, his mouth was open in a 
roa» and the tablecloth had a mouthful of tomato juice. • 
‘‘Lorraine! What in the name of the seven 'sacred srftelites 

are you doing aboard? Don’t you know 1 ?”* 

“Now, Daddy!" She smiled, and. ihy heart did tricks. 
You've never been smiled at till you’ve been ,out in-front ,of 
one of those extra-special de luxe Lorraine Larkin jobs. She 
. was-sugar dnd spice and everything nice, iind don’t some guys 
-have all the luck? “Now, Daddy, ^ remember your blood 
pressure.” - ■ 

“Blbod pressure- be damned!” 'frothed Bowman. "You 
_git right ofEn this barge an' go back to Earth where you belong! ’ 
“It’s cold out there," said* Lorraine. “Remember? And 
besides, this is where I belong — isn 'tit, honey?” . , 

She looked at Johnny Larkin,, who was suddenly having 
trouble With his epi'-brathers. dermis .and glottis. The first 
was scarlet, the second was charging up and dpwn in his throat 
like a berserk elevator. He managed to get 'a few words .out. 

. “You,"* he pulped, “shouldn’t be herel’j 

“And where else would a girl be,” demanded -Lorraine 
coolly, •“ than at her husband’s side? Especially on her honey- 
moon?” She plumped herself down beside him. “Brii1g.\ 
one moye plate. Slops. There’s company for dinner.” 

The skipper rose. -;. «>■ < 

"Enpughi"^ he declared, “ iS {po much. r I wasn’t hot on 
this trip from the ■start. - Npw I’m an Eskimo. Sparks, take 

a message tp Long' Islarfd Spaceport. Tell ’em 

“Tell them” interrupted Lorraine Larkin, “th'at the captain 
and crew .of the Pegasus are on their way to find'out what 
happened to those other poor fellows who tried to land on 
Caltech, VI. And tell them Wen-i// find out, because we’re the 
toughest, smartest, space-lickingest gang of etherhounds wh<J 
ever lifted gravs. And there’s nothing between here and 
Prodypn that can scare us. Mmmm! , WRat delicious soup—" 
That stopped thepi. That stopped them cold. Bowman 
looked thoughtful, one gnarled hand caressed his jowls. Larkin 
stopped trying to talk, a curious look came into his eyes. Tom 
Anderson’s shoulders stiffened; .pick MacPhee, fhe Chief 
Engineer, dragged, out a filthy, oil-smeared handkerchief, 
blew his nose viciously and said, “Grrrumph!” 

Me. I was stunned speechless, to<S t)h, not because she 
had reminded me we had a moral' obligation to find out what 
had happened to the previous explorers.' If wasn’t that she’d 
roused in - me any latent spark of pride. irf the Pegasus, either. 
What got me was her calfing the soup ‘delicious’! Good 
golly, that, stuff? Delicious?, i • 

SO we went on, and, f-orraine Larkin went with us. I don’t 
have to tell you about the trip; you can get that frorhihe log 
book. It was sixteen days to the Mars ecliptic, but Mars 
wasn't there, of course, 

It .was sky-hooting along four weeks to sta-board. Little 
things happened, none important.. The outstanding thing 
about the trip was the dopey way ojar one time same and sensible 
first mate, Johnny Larkin, was behaving. 

He had apparently reconciled himself to-ihe idea 6f Lorraine’s 
being with us. Reconciled? Whoops! He. was clos'er.to his 
bride than twelve o’clock sharp. Everywhere you saw Lorraine, 
there '"was. Johnny, and vice ver§a. . 

Then we hit the highroad >bety/een Mar^s and the asteroids, 
the great open spaces in which Caltech had taken squatters’ 
rights. Wlir punched keps on the aStrocalculator and 

figured it would take us a v/eek and a.hal; to re^ch our destina- 
tion. I wasn’t sure I could last-that long. ■ 

For why?.' One- guess. Lt. and Mrs. J. parkin. Their billing 
and cooing was enough to make a Martian ^nal-pussie blush 
green.. Every time you saw* Johnny he wis playing octupus with 



Lorraine s, hand, fie had down and soft breezes in. his eyes 
when he looked at her, and the glances she heaved back weren’t 
exactly typhoons at midnight. . ' 

The worst part is, jhef didn’t seem tp.Rave a bit of shame! 
‘They didn’t care whether anybody saw them acting like melted 
cheese sandwiches =or not. And oh! what they said! . He called 
hpr "Lovums”fshe called him .‘-^utsie,’’ which was all wrong, 

, “Bugsfe,” which was one hundred pee cent right. and a lot of* 
other nameS too nauseating to merit ion. '. * 

But somehow we survived. And finajly came the time when 
the skipper came bursting into my turret and bawled, “Git 

f y’r feet tiffin the desk. Sparks; Take a message to ” 

“I know. ’.I fold him. "I already sent if. To Jpe Marlowe 
at" Lunar III. Caltech V I is oh-oh under the nose The 

Pegasus is preparing' to land, and the sutiation is, ” 

..'“Ain’t you the 'Smart little numbskull?’’ snorted the skipper, 
“Remind me to use your brain for .mattress stuffin’. No, 
dimWet .We'ain’t landin'. I ain’t goin’ to set down of?. this 
here outlaw planet till I learn what J’m landin’ on. The 
Pegasus ain’t goin’ ’to be number four on the missin’ list." 
-He beamed complacently. “Me, I’m sdlart, I am.” *• 

WELL, so is .sunburn. But who loves it. ;■ Anyway, I said, 
“WelL if we’re not going to land on Caltech, what’s that big* 
thing looming in the visiplate? Green cheese ” 

Bowman took one squint through the perilens and let loose 
a howl that frightened its own echoes. ' “He's landin’! The 
damn fool’s settin’ us down!”. .' 

He made a dive for the door. 1 grabbed his flying coat- 
tails long .enough to squawk, “Who” and the snsw* came- 
Popplering back, “Larkin! The space-crazy ‘idiot! ” 

I- moved, too. r Sheer suction pullgd me along as .we hit thq . 
ramp, charged through die corridors, scrambled up the Jacob’s- . 
ladder and bore down on the control room.' At the door I 
managed to p<yit “Whm-r-who's in there’with'him?” 

“Who do yoii think?” ^ ... 

. ‘‘That’s what Tthought. What is this ? A spaceship or a 
mushfopm ” *■■■' . . * ' 

Then, we. were inside,’ and it was just like I thought it would 
he. Larkin was seated in the pilot's chair, pushing the buttons 
that eased the Pegasus to terra firma, and hovering over him. like 
a halo around a sairjt’s occipital was his ever-loving bride.’ . ‘ 
Bowmari screamed, “Larkin! Wait!" and Lorraine turned, 
smiling. * ' • ' , . 

“Isn’t he clever. Daddy? - He’s the best pilot in the whole, - 
wide universe — aren’t you, peachie?" ; • 

“Now, sweet- ’ protested Johnny modestly. 

“Wait!” squalled the skipper. “Wait!” .. , 

“Weight, sir?” said Johnny, lifting' out of his daze for a 

moment. "Aye, sir. If you think best " - And he punched 

the grav plugs.* My knees buckled suddenly as the plates took 
hold.’ Bowman stumbled : Lorraine gasped. Over the inter- 
commuhicating audio came voices, a dozen irate queries from 
various parts of the ship. 'Bowman spoke with an%ffort. 

‘‘Not Weighty vtiu double-blasted lunatic!, ITpifJ, Till we 

see what we're gettin’ into -’’ • * 

But he spoke too late. The grip of the grav plates had done 
it. Our nose Jets spluttered) the ship lurched and slithered, 
there came ,a sharp bump, surprisingly yielding and bouncy 
considering the speed at whiph we had grounded, andVhere 
we were. .On Caltech. - Motionless, after weeks 'of travel. 

No, not motionless ! For them I felt it. Bowman and Larkin 
felt. it. A squidgy sort of sinking Sensation, a sort of y wobbling 
insecurity, as though the ground were opening to let us' drop' 
through. The skipper, an incredible mauve colour, roared, 
“ Lift 'er up, ifehnny! We’re gettin’ into something!” 

Larkin made desperate passes at th£ control board. The 
rockets flared and hissed, turning the -control .room into a 
bedlam. But nothing happened. I saw why. I yelled. *; 

“We ain't getting — we've got! -Lopk!” 

‘ They all stared, like me. at the quartzite forward panes. 
Blue sky should have been visible through them, warm sunlight 
should have been flooding the turret. The terrain of Caltech 
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should have' stretched before our gaze. But guess again. All 
we could-see was a gooey splatter of 'stuff oozing up the sides of * 
the Pegasus. A strange,* viscous, colourless matter that surged 
up and about our ship" with weird, tentacular' writhings. It 
covered the entire pane-' gulped and burbled sloppily as’it 
. engulfed the top ol t;he ship. -We continued to experience that 

sinking feeling - , ■ 

“Sweet whispering stars'” gasped the skipper. “Am I off 
my grays? ' Do you see\vhat I«ee The ground melted an’ 

, come up an’ etrus?” ’ ». 

r\nd I knew, suddenly -what had happened to .those who had 
landed before us on mysterious Caltech. Like us they had 
beep swallowed beneqth the soggy. flypaper -crus^ of the aljen 
planet. 

WELL, everything happened at once, then. I guess I’m just 
a bug-pounder at heart, aftet Alb .My first thought was com- 
posed of dots and dashes. I made a bee -line for the radio • 
room powered°the tubes and began CQ-ing-up and doVfn the 
wavelengths like a longhau at the Steinwav. .• % 

• Which was just so much wasted time. I couldn’t draw- a 

hum out of the audio. ..Even the more delicate earphones 
failed tp bring in the powerful Mari'- Cares beam! A'ndjif I 
couldn’t get a messagb in, it’s a damn sure thing I couldn’t 
get one out. My . transmission was blanked Out. * 

So I hung a sign on my door. OUT TOTUNCH and'went 
back to the control turret.-; It looked like the bleacher entrance 
to Terra Stadium on the opening day 0 / the Interplanetary 
Series. Everybody and" his brother ■ was there.. Officers, 
engineers, blasters, stewards Even . Slops , haj come up, 
"armed with a rol'ing pin. to find.out what had happened.- 
As I entered, Johnny L#rkir»,vas turning off the hypgtopiic 
power, swiveling around to face the skipper. 

• .“No go,. Captain. ff’ve tried, anti-grav . neg potential and 
reverse rockets.^ We Can’t get loose. We seem to be in some- 
thing akin to quifiksand. Every .move we make , digs us jn a 
little deeper." , 

Bowman growled savagely. “ If you hadda used common 
sense instead o, makin.’ billy-doos with-yV eyes^-but this, ain’t- 
no tim^to talk about truffles. What* do you think Is this 
here planet somethin' like Jupirer? - Low specific, so we keep 
failin’ toward the center?" * !. 

Johnny said, “I don’t believe The material about us is 
■ peculiar. It seepis to be organic. And it has a certain, type 

of inherent energy ” - 

“Energy?” I yelled. “Hey then maybe our Ampie can eat 
us out of here? That little .critter can.- gobble its way through 

an H-Iayer. This dish of planetary junket- ” - 

Larkin glanced" up sharply. “And just how would. you plan 
to ’get the Arfibif: but of the ship, Sparks?” » ■ 

“Why, through the lug-sail vent of course,” *’*• „ . 

“No. - Don’t try that. I have a feeling ” , 

He stopped.. He didn't s§.y what his feeling was. To tell- 
you the truth, the sharpness' of his tone made me just a little ', 
bit. sore^ After all; I’m not tKe dumbest guy afloat in space. 

I said stiffly. “Then frh&t do we do to get out of here? Or 
are we mlmber four on the flit parade?" 

Johnny swallowed hard.' He said.; “I’m the tech mat) on 
this freighter. All of ' yori dear out oj - heie. i’ll 
find some Way— -r”* . - • * V ", 

His words dwindled into silencg. Lorraine looked at, him 
proudly, patted his cheek. She said, “ That’s" right, Cuddlums. 
You’ll get us out. Won’t you?" . , . » " 

- The skippe^said “Gugl” The crowd broke up and began ' 

• drifting away. Johnny started fussing with instruments and 

gadgets. Lorraine soothed his brow by .tyin© strands of- his 
hair into lovers -knots. I got sick at the stomach looking at 
them after a while, so I left. Cap Bowman beat me to the 
ba'r by three drinks- — ” % 

IT must have been gn hour, later that we^felt it. A jaoirig 
ivhoomp beneath our keel. The upset-tummy-in-an- elevator 
sensation stopped. . Bowman looked at me and said, “Larkjrt? 



, He dofie somethin’, maybe?” and ye went back to 'the" bridge. 
* Larkin had .not caused the settling, but he <vas beaming trium- 
phantly anyway. As we charged in, demanding infojnation, he 
$aid, "Why, it’s very Simple.- We have finally come to "rest 
on the surface of Caltech.” 

“Sue me if J’m wrong,” Said the skipper. ‘“but somehow I 
got the impression we landed on th : s. overgrowed custard an 
hour an’ a half ago? Or what’s that -'I see out . of the ports 
A bowl of taffy ” . ■ 

“No. skipper. We didn’t land on the surface befoje We' 
landed on a particular kind of matter which ;3. so far as I have 
been able, f .o Jigure out, allied with the peculiar life-form in 
habiting this p&net." 

"Life form? . You mean thai stutf’s ali.ve?” 

“Not exactly." That's the point I haven’t been able to solve 
yet. I’ve made ^ careful analysis of the stuff. It seems to be 
' a highly complex carbohydrate.- Its formula is C6- — 

“This ain’t no time,” I broke in, ‘‘to discuss ma I denier. 
What I want to know is, do Ave oi^don’t we try my idea about 
putting out the Ampie? Johnny,, maybe— — . 

“No!” , he said. . * ■ , 

“Well, Why not? What have we got to lose?” . 

“No!”*he -said again. ,0h, all right. I guess he was- -pre- 
occupied and didn’t* mgan, to be curt. But his tone fekindled 
my anger, and I didn't feel "any better when Lorraine said, 

- “Please, Sparks, don't bother Johnny when he’s trying to figure 
this -out. £0 ahead, sugar-plum.” - ■' ■ 

So sugar-plum went' ahead, and I stalked out pf the <oom. I 
went to my own turret and tried to read a magazine, but I 
couldn t gef.interested in the hokey adventures of a Patrolman 
on Ioi.when I was buried alive in cosmic goo myself. So I. 
, fiddled with the dials again for a while. . No soap. ,So pretty 
Soon I got . up 3nd looked in my auxiliary cabinet,. My Ampie 
was curled in ihside, pale blue and shot full of tiny red sparks, 
suckingtfontentedly on an old flashlight battery. I put^on toy 
rubber gloves. I went down to the engine loft.- 
Ampies live on energy. Arid Larkin had said the gelatinous 
mass engulfing ’us was a't least* partially composed of energy. 
Which mcfde, what I did seem, to me, quite logical. • l pressed 
.tjje button that extends the lug sails of a, frighter, heard the 
. machinery creak iijto. motion. lifted my Ampie' out of its 'ead- 
. fdil container and shoved If through the widening vent. Then 
I wajted for things- to happen. 

THEY did happen! But not what I had expected. I had 
expectcqito see the Afnpie gnaw a hole through that dough 
. like a St. Bernard working out on a T-bone, tare'. But instead, 
the Arripie tofiched one shimmering feeler to the mass, of gray’ 
matter, hummed,* sparked, and rolled backward across the 
ftom. '■ 

T said, “Aw, damn! He was right!” and started to fclose the 
lug-vent. But- ■ ■ ■ " 

' It ijjoulf^vt., close! Because the writhing stickiness was 
welling into the ship with incredible, fluid swiftness. A heavy, 
saccharine stepch was in the air. Gray streamers fingered 
toward me. I yelped, slammed tight the engine loft door, and 
raced for the control turret, j ' 

Jn the. middle of the control turret I waited rot my breath 
to catch up’ with me Larkin spoke subconsciously from the 
depths of a deep. ponder. “Shh!“ he said. 

“Shh!" repeated;- Lorraine. “‘He’s thinking.” 4 
“Then, tejl him to think about pancakes!” I hoMed. “Because 
there’s a shipful of gray molassesffollowing irie up the corridor!’ 
Larkin started.^ “What’s that?”. “ „ , ° 

, I told him. - “ — it looked like a good idea," I finished, 
“only it wasn’t. Now the -stuff’s in, and I can’f get if out again . 
It’ll fill the whole, damned ship— — , 

But Cap Bowman is ng dope. He had already ^sprung to 
the audio, was barking orders to other parts of the-Pe«asus. . 

‘.‘Seal port and left sections of the ship immediately. Lock 
emergency doors! Get all men into saf&sectors!' 

Lofrairie looked ‘at me .worriedly. 

“What — whattis it * Sparks?” • 
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"Nothing much,’* I told her grimly, “except that fveiuSt 
about killed. us all. That stuff will ooze through every crack 
and crevicg in the ship, svrallow everything just like it swallowed ' 
the ship. That’s probably what happened to’ those' other 
explorers. There must have been one; dope like me aboard 
each of them. With a bright idea that — I’m sorry, Mrs. Larkin. 
I’ve sure put the finaltouch oh your happy honeymoon." 

She was Cap Bowman’s daughter ; she was the bride of 
Johnny Larkin. v A, gal doesn’t get to be both of those things 
without having more Jnnard-stuffings than a sofa-cushion. * 
My words heavfed her back ofi her heels, but'only for a fraction 
of a second. Then, smiling, she turned to Johnny. 

“We’re not afraid, are we,, honey? But you’ll have to hurry 

- Larkin pawed his hair frantically. 

“I’m doing my best. - I’ve got alF the .facts. But I still, 
can’t quite understand- — 

Voices rasped in over the audio. Anderson reported from 
the sleeping quarters, “All men evacuated, sir. Standing by 
for* further ’ orders.” MacPhee snarled defiance from the 
engine deck, ‘we’ve plugged aH doors, sirrrl We’ll hold this 
position to the last posseeble minute!” ' *■ ( . 

“It’s a form of carbohydrate,” mused Larkin aloud. “Plastic. 
Semi-fluid'. But 'why? Why?” ’ 

“Thjnk hard, sugar!’ pleaded Lorraine. Larkin said mechani- 
cally, ", Yes, honey ” Then he stiffened. ' "Honeyf” he 

said. * : * 

I groaned. “This is no time for lovey-dove talk, Johnny!” I 

cried. “Keep scratching atthose gray cells ■”.* 

’ And over the audio, the voice of super-cargo Freddy Harkness. 
“Am abandoning holds, Captain. The invading — er — substance 
has already covered the aft gins and is moving forward rapidly." 

“Seal the'safety door, Harkness ” began Bowman. 

Then Larkin was at his aide, suddenly frantic, eager. 

"No, Skipper! Tell him ’to keep them open a minute! 
I'll be rjght thfere. T need three men!” ' ! 

He lit out for the door. Bowman cried, “No, ion — come 
back! You’lJ be killetb Come 1 — t— ” 

But fie wa| talking to empty air. Johnny was pounding 
down the runway, Lorraine sniffled oncef Then ’her jaw 
Hardened. She said, I’m going after him.” 

Bowman pushed her into a chair— but hard. He said, 
"You’re waiting here! With us. You’ll only be in his way. 
Johnny’s ‘the tech man on this ship. Jf anybody can Save us, 
he’s the one.” But as her head lowered, his eyes met mine 
And the words wete written there, ‘ Not this time— — ” 

STILL, we had to do something. We couldn’t just sit there 
and take it blind. We had to know*what was going on. So 
we cut in the visiplate to the corridor, outside the storage bins. 
It was a-dismal scene that appeared before uS. 

The long corridor was^deserted save for, a thin sliver o{ some- 
thing oozing out of an adjacent chamber. -As watched, 
this sliver turned to a bulky, rolling mass ; became the doughy 
body of the mysterious matter in which the PegdSusv/as caught. 
Like a ponderous wave it surged up thecorridor, straining into 
, every crack and crevice, engulfing everything it mSt. 

We saw a tiny, gray ship*’mouse scurry from under a doorway, 
hesitate as one pink foot slipped into the sluggish, excrescence. 

It tugged, trying to get free. "But it was like a fly snared on 
flypaper. It couldn’t ifteve. *In a few seconds it disappeared. 
Lorraine began crying softly. I turned away, too -sickened to 
condemn myself again for haying loosed this thing amongst us. 

Theh there •was bright gleams in the visiplate, and Johnny, 
accompanied by three or four not-at-all eager sailors, entered 
the corridor. A s he passed the visiplate, he looked upland 
grinned at us, nodded encouragingly. Then he’ ducked into 
one of the' storage bins. 

, .He came out staggering under tjie load of a heavy, wooden 
crate. He began ripping the top off this fAntically, motioned 
his. assistants to get other similar boxes from the binand open 
them. They did so, but one look at their -pans’- told ’us they-- 
didn’t like this business nohow 1 
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Finally he had the box open.' He tore out a portion of jhe 
. contents. And ? 

"Has he gone nuts?” raged Bowman. "That’s only that 
medical junk for Mars! That zy-something extr&ct!” 

Johnny .made it-.’perfijctly clear what he was trying to ( do. 
He wrenched the cap off one bottle — and-, deliberately poured 
the contents- into the nearest pseudopod of the matter , now 
approaching within scant feet of him. Then another bottle ; 
tossed into the mass this time. And' another. And another. 

Lorraine screamed suddenly, “Daddy, look!' He’s trapped!, 
Behind him!” „ 

She was right. . From another cross-corridor had rolled jnore 
of the Galtechian effluvium. It formed a solid barrier through 
which Johnny and his co-workers could not now escape. They 
could move neither forward nbr backward. In a few minutes' 
the two sluggish tentacles of the syriipy monster would meet. 
And 1 then 

J said, “Skipper, you’d better turn 'off the plate.” 

Bowman nodded. He reached toward the button. Closer 
and closer now. In seconds the, two walls of matter would 
coalesce. The sailors had se'en their peril. , We couldn't hear 
tfieir voices, but they* were apparently pleading with Johnny to 
let thenf take refuge in the one* so far untouched, storage vault ; 
..seal that door. And he had refused. He was forcing them to 
hold their ground. All four of them, like himself,’ wefe des- 
perately ripping corks from bottles, scattering the medical export 
into the substance closing in on them. . . 

And then one man slipped! His foot flew from under him, 
was avidly seized by a* tentacle of that slimy mass. His eyes 
arid mouth opened wide { I knevy he was screaming. 

Larking stepped forward to grasp his shoulders. The skipper 
hoarsed, Look out, son. BdRind you!” , ^ 

It happened all at once. One minute 1 there were two towering 
walls of* fleshy matter surging inexorably down upon the 

- trapped quintet, and the next instant 

The walls collapsed! Just like that! Collapsed Into running 
streams of blotched liouid scum. The sailor’s leg ^lipped'free. 
Johnny ’toppled over backward into the slippery puddle. A 
foolish look spread over his face. ' A look that was mirrored 
in the faces of his associates. His eyes rolled. He goggled 
up into the visiplate, kissed his fingers to us, f and — and hiccuped! 
His lips'fonried a syllable. The syllable was “JVheeeeV 
Bowrrian’s shaking fingers eought his jowls. He cried, “ My 
God,«he’s — he’s— — ” ' 

. “He's what. Daddy What” 

“He’s as boiled,” roared Bowman, “as an owl!" 

SOME time later — about twelve hours, to be exact— I dragged 
him back into the control turret. He was still a little’ blue 
from the cold shower. But the fog was but- of his brain v and 
that was what was most necessary. For all ’of us were dying of 
curiosity. . 

Bowman said, “ Well, your plan worked, son-. We got the 
ship empty, and like you said we would, we pulled out of the 
goo we was in. ,N6V> we’re on- our way back to tell Earth 

about Caltech, and he added proudly — “ collect that 

bonus. ’Cause under that scum is -a fortune in ores. But 
what was the scum An’ how did you know you could bust 
it up with that thprezy— zy— — ” , 

$nase,” grinned Johnny. *“7ymase, Skipper. Why. 
it wasn’t difficult, once .Lorraine supplied the key. You might 
say I was slow, in figuring it out. mainly because the -disaccharose 
existed onOuch a gigantic scale that I could N not comprehend 
•it.” 

’’The di— whihc ’’ I said. > • 

“Sugar,” said johnny, “to you. Or, more accurately, a form 
of treacle. Honey- gum.-' 

“Here’s what I figure. Susbeiuent investigation may prove 
me wrpng, of course, but my theory^ must be fundamentally 
sound or we wouldn’t have escaped. - * 

“Caltecy VI is apparently inhabited by some sort df gigantic 
inject, which may be of the bee, the spider, or the ant family. 
Each of these insects, as you know, possesses the power of 
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secreting -fluids which it adapts *to its private needs. The “Urr?” “repeated Bowman curiously. *“ What’s that? "A 
ant seals nests and wraps larvae in his, the bee builds hives and new element? Neyef heard of it?” . 

makes honey,, the spider spins threads “wherein to trap its “Arid — er ’ said Johnny sheepishly, - “alcohol! You 

prey. . see, iJiat’s why the sailors and I were a trifle— confused — by the 

“We-were captured in a gigantic * trap ’ built by one of these' atmosphere ‘surroundings^us— — ” . *■ • 

insects, that’s all. From' what we saw, I judge that most of “Confused your hat!” I told him. “You Were steweds 
Caltech's surface' must be covered" by these gigantic webs. But it all makes sense now. Tire fermentation naturally coiy- 
Miles in extent, hundreds of feet deepS Webs of doom for the tinued. It loosened up the sticky goo, our blasts dragged us 
unwary. Being highly tehsile, gummy, irradiated with a rather out of the trajj. Bht, say! That alky qdor.is still all through 
unusual fopn of inherent energy, these traps cannot be damaged the ship. -. We can t air the joint while we’re travelling through 

by rocket blasts.” He shook his head soliterfy. “I ‘can’t space. ■„ Do you think ?” • 

help thinking of those poor devils who died there. Like human But he didn’t hear me. For this, afte? all, was the honeymoon 

fljes in a monster’s^ viscous web ' trip t>f Johnny Larkin. And now, the danger over, he had 

I prodded, “ Lieutenant, the zymase- ” * reverted to type. He and -Lorraine looked like a brace of inter- 

“Oh, yes.- Of courses Well, you -know what zymase is, twined pretzels. . _ 
don’t' you " r - The skipper coughed. He said, “ Sparks? Maybe we-v — ” 

- “No,” I told him. “Doyoli?” . ' , I gasped, “Gosh', yes! This red on my faec ain’t sunburn !" 

. “Naturally. A nitrogenous substance. A freshly expressed 
concentrate of yeast juice. Its action on, sugar is to speed up, 
terrifically, the ordinary, process that transpires when sugar 
and yeast are brought together. In short — fermentation! 

“As soon as we emptied ’ the zymase concentrate into the 
flood- of honey— for it was that, though -I might never have 
guessed it in time had it not been for you, dear." 

Here be beamed at Lorraine.' “ — the natural sugar was 
brqken downjnto carbon dioxide, glycerin, succinic acid, and— 
er — — ” . s ‘ 



*S0, folks, that wqs that., Oh — one thing more. . I was right. 
That alky odor didn't leave the ship. Don't ask me how we 
ever got back to Long Island Spaceport. - • 

They told me later. we zig-zagged in by way of- Mercury and,- 
Lilna. I wouldn’t know. It was just pne, long, delirious 
dream to me. I was two weeks coming out of it. 

< *What a headache! What S hangover! What a honeymoon j' 
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* X The murderer end his do $ could nol reH in the crossroads grace where they had be^n buried. 



T HE car 1 pulled up out.o the m-.st and I sajy Paul's 
house before me on* the hiU, a single light shining 
in it, the long old line of- its roof folding Hke a wing 
above it:' It was a large house bpilt large for those 
great families that men used to have, and I thought that Paul 
must feel like a small pea. rattling about in it. In his letter, 
he had said he was lonely; hehad written that he, missed Mary 
and the children so much "that he' felt like a ghost in a place it 
doesn’t want to haunt. Paul was usually a cheerful ma“hr 
that letter, with its . curious undertone of unhappinesS, had 
startled me into taking his invitation ,Jf for nothing more than 
to satisfy myself- he was really all right. 

Almost before f had brought the car to a stop on the driyeway, 
the house door opened ancPPpul ran down the steps, as though 
he had been watching for me. He Opened the car door and 
thrust his hand in. ‘ - 

“Oh Rob, ihis is fine!” he cried, ahaking my hand. “I 
certainly am glad to see you! Come in and get warm and have a 
‘drink.’ * He said it just like that, in spurts of words, while he 
•nearly wring my fipgfers off. » , , 

I told him how glad I was to' see him, got out, and helped 
carry my bags into the '’house, but I was startled, taken aback 
He had made me think of a drowning man who sees a boat" 
put out toward him frqm a rescue ship. The sight of rfie had 
made him too happy. 

“How have vou been?” I said, looking closely at him in the 
lighted hall. * » 

“Don’t give me that clinical eye," he said with a little laugh. 

‘You doctcrs “ ‘ ... t ~ * 

He stood there .smiling nervously as though he objected to 
being looked over, and I saw that he had lost a great deal of 
weight, for one thing. Under bis eyes v^ere -the 'dark muddy 
shadows that came from chronic fatigue, -and bis hands, lighting 
a cigarette, were shaky. 

“You mfeke me 'feel like a bug under a rtueroscope," he 
complained. “No. I haven’t been sleeping well, and what of 
it? Come'on .iirand kr?e that drink!" 



“Sure,” I said. I followed him into the Jarg^loW beamed 
living-room. 'A great fire poured blistering Heat from the 
enormous hearth. At one end of the long room was a big 
curved window of many paned glass, and I could .see the light of 
the risen, moon beginning* to shine on what was left of the 
garden.' ... . 

You must be proud of, your house,” I. said, taking my 
filled glass from him. ‘‘What you’ve done to it, I mean.” 
Saul’s family had built the house before the Revolution. But 
in the middlei eighteen hundreds they had migrated to New 
York, and -the house, “in. other hands, had slipped steadily 
downhill until .it- was- little*" better than a wreck when, Paul 
boiight it back. "It must be nice to think, tljat after so many 
. years, Crawfords -are living in it again.” 

"Ye-es,”, he said, as though he weren’t sure, "I’ll be glad 
when- Mary and the children get home. It’s too big for one 
man — I just rattle ardund in it. Our maid left us to get married , 
just before 'Mary went away, so I’m all alone here—'” He 
frownpd down i'nto- the leaping fire, forgetting the drink heheld 
in his hand. "But I manage all right. A cleaning woman 
comes out from the village every morning— after the sun is. well 

up-” ' * - ' . ' - ’ • 

There was.semethini; so queer in his voice when he said that, 
and in the look with which he stared into the fire, thaf I was 
startled. “You wouldn’t want her before dawn, would you?” 

. "The days, a re getting s6 short,” he said, which was hardly 
any answer. “And the whole village is afraid of the dark.” 
Then heJoolced.at me, as though, he had been talking to himself; 
and had just realizeqj it. “Well, cheer up. I’m a very good 
cook, youJcnow, and we "shan’t have to wash any slops.” 

“His face brightened slowly. “What nonsense one gets to 
think, living alone! IPs good for me you’re here. And riexf 
week: before you go, Mary, and the children will" be back.” 
He lifted the glass.be had forgotten and \ook a long drink. 
“Her mother’s much better, f hank God!" I’d almost begun 
to hate the old lady for keeping Mary so longj" * 

’While we talked, my thoughts circled uneasily about tKe queer 
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WEIRD 

things he had said a moment ’ ago.' What, was behind his 
remark that the whole village was afraid of the dark? Why 
was Paul feduced to this bundle of nerves and fatigue? . I 
watched him, making up my mind that even if he did not 
mean to tell me, I would find oyt— a doctor generally can. 

THE dinner^vas excellent, and we ended it up with coffee 
and cigars-and that Jong lazy talk of friends who have not met 
for a long time. I don't knoVfr how we got on the subject of 
the drought; that had been sitting like a dry spider on the 
eastern states for months, but we did._ „ 

“It made a mess of our garden,” Paul* said. “But it did 
other mqre interesting things around here. Maybe yquTead 
, about it in the papers?” Over* his face passed a curibi& look ' 
like the flick of a shadow. “Stirred up alpeck of village super- 
stition; and — but come dut on the lawn and 1*11 show you. 

He -was already getting up from the table, and ^followed him. 
“You don’t need your coat,” he said, opening the" dbon 
It was very mild for December,- vtfith the full moon a plate 
of clear platinum in the sky, an.d bits of mist rolling at. the 
bottom of the hill. -Covington Reservoir gave off a silky gleam 
% under the moon, and I could see, more than a mile away, the 
sharp, lights of the village like loops of diamonds. 

"Ther'e.-you see," Paul said, stretching out his hands, ‘ where 
the wdter of the reservoir has receded and dried up — those. 
lines..,of stones? ; 

“It looks like a couple of roads,” -I said, “ or what’s left' of 
them. Classing, and then going right on into the reservoir.” 
"They are roads, old Revolutionary roads— they used to 
build them that way, with walls of stones <5n either side.” He 
stood looking down into the hazy shine, with brooding eyes. 
“Somewhere by that crossing, an ; old enemy of the family, is 
buried— John Carver. A queer .place to bury him; . you’ll 
think, but^it seems he was hanged.” He let his hand fail to 
his side. "Those roads, that grave, have lain under water 
for generations;” - 

. I watched the mist running like -iumljle-weed through the 
moonlight, almost as though .there was something down there, 
alive and coiling in the soft shine? The queer roads that ended 
■in water, the hidden shamed grav„e. the empty -landscape, 
were quiet and slightly sinister. “That’s interesting," I said, 
"but what’s it got to do with village superstition? The grave, 

I suppose?” 

"Oh—' — ” Paul said, and my sidewise glance at him startled 
me — I got somehow the impression that* he was' watching 
for’ something,, almost that he expected to see someone move 
down there ii* the indefinite curling mists. “There's a village 
jingle, dating way back.” He took his eyes from the roads and 
looked at me. "If ^goes something like this^ 

" ‘When water dries up and is precious in -the cup, . . 

When Carver grave and Crawford House stand flee to face, 
There will be trouble in this place.’ ” 

He gave a smalljmpajjient noise, like a grunt., "The idea' 
“being that-if the reservoir ever receded enough to let Mr-, Carver' 
come up for air, alhsorts of horrid things would being to happen. 
Notice how -quiet we are around here? The villagers all use 
•the others road at flight. They’d rather bust their springs 
than pass this place.” , - 

, ( Now that he spoke of it, I felt the quiet, like a sponge' that 
had sucked every sound froth the air. “All because of a 
jingle?” I said. • , 

„ "Oh, no!” He 'opened the door behind* us. “Let's go in— 

I get tired of watching those mists run around. No — itseems , 
since the water receded, tFiey see unpleasant things in the bushes 
and so forth.’.'._ . 

• “Such as?” • . .L" 

“Now who knows? Let a man get a couple of.drinks of the 
village booze in him and he could see anything.” Paul went, 
back into the Jiving-room and stood above the fire, kneading 
his hands as though they vjere cold. "What started all this — 
a long time ago I had 'a great-great-something-or-other who 



tales , . . * * 

was a Judge- Crawford. It seems he coveted John Carver 8 
..wife. He had Carver ‘framed;’ we’d call it; presided 1 ' with . 
great pleasure at his trial, and saw that he was hanged.” Paul* 
stretched his long' slender body wearily as he looked at me. 
"WHfether the judge got Carver’s wife or not I don’t know, but 
lie must have found the neighbourhood disagreeable in some 
way, Because he m6ved promptly to New York and, sold this 
house. It had a number of owners or renters who never stayed 
long — you know what happens when a place gets a bad name 
for any silly reason.” , , 

He put his'.' hands up ihto his hair and; rubbed his scalp as 
though his head ached. “Then they made this reservoir, 
eighty years or so ago, drowning the crossroads and the grave, 
and this house was occupied st^dily with n6 complaints until 
I Bought -it .back. ..I believe my unpleasant gneestor died 
peacefully in his bed in New York.-But I really couldn’t say/’ 
“What an old wives’ tale!” I said. *“ ‘When Cafver grave 
and Crawford Hofis.e stand face to face, thefe will be trouble 
in' this place.’ Of epurse, there’s been nothing that you've 
noticed? , > > . 

PAUL did not speak for a moment, and when he did, it was 
hardly an answer. "I should hope I have epough brains not 
to imagine things',''’ he said. “Well, you must be tired after 
your drive. I’ve looked your room ever with the proper 
housewife’s eye — I think you’ll be -comfortable.” 

The trip h od tired me, and I was glad of his suggestion-, 
he put me in a pleasant room that, communicated with his, and 
I undressed &t once and Went to bed. But” I did not sleep, 
possibly because it was a strange bed, or because- J was too 
tired. And there was *a dog howling somewhere near by, 
with a tiresome persistence that stretched my nerVes. , 

Paul could, not sleep either. I heard him through the closed 
door,between our rooms, turning ’oti the bed with a creaking 
of springs, punching his pillow, giving the stifled sighs of fatigue 
that could not' rest. Finally, after some hours, he became 
quiet, .and I lay there listening to the everlastihg howls ofthe 
dog, and the'noi'se the wind made clattering the bare branches 
• of the trees. I remembered that when I had been there before, 
occasionally in the night yo'u could hear a car go by on the road, 
but now I heard nothing— apparently it was true that this road 
was shunned at night. What rot! I thought, turned oyer in 
bed,- and was preparing myself fot : the hundredth time to sleep, 
when suddenly I jerked up ‘on one elbow, then leaped o\it of 
bed; - * * * 

The light was on in Paul’s room when. 1 got there. He sat 
on the- edge of the bed, staring at the wall ; 'his hands were 
clenched, and his*face ran with sweat. 

I turned his head up, so that I could look? into his eyes. 
For a. moment they did not jook sane ; they stared »t me, blank 
Snd black. And’ then he shuddered. - 

“Get into bed,” Bordered. “What was it, Paul?” I had 
’■never heard a man scream quite like that before — J never wanted 
to hear such a sound again. I pushed him back under the 
covers, and pulled the blankets up to -his chin; through, my 
fingers. I could feel the deep racking shivers that shook his body. 
But his eyes were losing that look of black overwhelming horror. 

“A'nightmare,” he said, with a gasp.' “ Only a nightmare. 

I have them all the time.” , 

“Of a very unpleasant sort?/ If this was the kind of company, 
he entertained at night, it was no wonder he looked such a 
stranger to sleep. * » ‘ 

"Quite disagreeable," he -said forcing a grin. “Let’s. not 
talk about It. «v • * 

“But something ought to be done about it." I revolvedp 
in my mind items of exercise and diet, which I -would take up 
with him in the. morning. “ I'll ^ive*you something to make 
you sleep.” *. * ’ . - 

“Please,” he said. “I’ve been afraid* to take anything by 
myself except mild bromides, and tjjey don’t do’ the trick. 

‘ 4 I’ve something in my bag that will." I gave him a'moderate 
dose of luminal 1 and waited by him until he was asleep, then _ 
turned off the lights, pushed his window open wider, and stood 
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by it, looking out for a -moment. I was puzzled. ' Anyone can 
ha^e .a nightmare now and then as a result of physical indis- 
cretion, but a steady diet of nightmare so that sleep becomes a 
hardship and terrible- ^ 



nice brisk walk up — I do like it when it’s nice and cheerful ■ 
around here.” 

® Who doesn’t?” Paul said rather crossly. “This is my friend. 
Doctor Leonard, Mrs. Butts." 

■*“How do you do^i.r}” she said. "“ I’m sure it must be real 
. THE- moon was behind vJ a cloud, and its soft muffled light pleasant for Mr. Crawford to have you with him.” 
cast a haze ofer the lonely landscape. I remembered that the “Pleasapt • for me," I said. “I’m. looking f orward to my 
Bible said it is riot good for man to be alone, and I wondered Week." ^ > . 

If fhe absence of Mary and the children hadn’t something to “Yes, indeed, sir,"' she said non-cotnmittally, and disap- 
do with Panj's nightmares. *1 Was abou> to turn, away find go peared into a closet behind the kitchen door. When she. came 



* back to’ bed, feeling my eyes burti from lack of sleep, #hen I 

stopped my yawning and stared. Surely something had moved, 
there by that clump of bushes near the house? It seemed to 
me that I cOuld pick out the outline of a man who watched the 
house, something so set and strange in his -attitude, that the 
skin prickled on the back of my n&k.* I turned my eyes away, 
and when Hooked back, the figure was gone. • 

■ - Hie sky was beginning to lighten in the east, and I. could 

hear the soft dawn wind rustling dead leaves. *I,had imagined 
it, I sajd to myself. I WasHired ; my eves were tired — -some 
tiny t^riiporary blot oa the retina had made itself into a human 
likeness standing in ‘the shadow of the trees. And yet, I went 
to bed not quite satisfied^ . It seemed to me that the figure had 
had a distinctness not usual when the eyes and the imagination 
make onfe up. i , 

We both slept late the nexjfc morning. I had finished 
shavingand dressed when Paul called me for breakfast, and 
. T saw at once that he was better. 

‘“Rob,” he said, sitting down at the table and pouring orange 
juice from a pitcher into my glass, “th'at’s the first gopd night’s 
sleep I’ve had in a month. But I suppose you doctors dis'. 
approye of that kind of sleep. *' 

“We certainly do.”’ I studied him thoughtfully.. “If I 

. know you, you’ve been working too hard on your new book. 
No exercise tb speak of, not enough sl<?ep even before this 
nightmare business started." 

* “True," he said, slipping bread into the toaster. “With 
Mary and the kids gone, there wasn’t anything to do except 
work.” 

■ “Sq, now your nerves ajre all tied up ip knots. Hpw about 
a holiday for. the week I m‘ here? Is there any hard manual 
labour we could do outdoors — about eight hours of it every 
day? It wouldn’t hurt me, and it’s all voU rieed.” 

i ‘Sure,” he said. “I’ve got a woodlot, up back of the house. 

: ’ We could cut* next winter’s firewood. Dull but wholesome.” 
“Fines” I drank my orange juice with a more comfortable 
feeling abouf Paul — a week's hard work in the open air can cure 
.almost anything. “By the 'way," I said, “have you any sus- 
picious characters in the neighbourhood? When I looked 
out your window last night, I could have sworn there was 
someone there in tffe bushes, watching the house. It may have 
been purely subjective, and yet- 



qut, she was swallowed by an ample Mother Hubbard. “ I 
stopped .at Mrs. Andrews’ on my way Up. She said the dog 
howled something fierce last night." „ . 

! I slept like a baby,” Paul said, crumbling the toast on his 
plate. “I heard nothing.”'. , 

I‘ looked at his face, puzzled by ft— it was secret, a little 
•angry. And. why should he’ deny that he had heard the dog? 
„ “There tvas a dog howling last night,” I said. “Some far- 
mer’s dog, no. doubt, sitting on e hilltop and yelling at the full 
■ moon.”* • 

"Of course, sir,” Mrs. Butts said unbelievingly, * ; Well, I 
must be about my work," 

When she left us,. Paul. got. up from the table with an irritated 
shove at his chair. “Shall we go out and chop down a few 
trees?- That sort of thing goes on aji the time-ryou’d think the. 
village wanted tb drive me nuts." * 4 , *• 

“But she didn't say anything,” h* said, fqjlowing him. 
“No, not much,” he said. « "The dog that howls is supposed 
to be John Carver's dog, and therefore — not alive.” 

I took that in silence, as he opened the door and we wen 
•out into the sharp, shining day. “But what nonsense* it is 
Paul,” I said slowly, -as he stopped by the cellar" door and 
picked up the axes. “It’s no wonfler you have nightmares! 
All this “village gossip^-yqu laugh* at it and ighore it when 
you’re awake; But your tmconsclqus lqoks it over, picks it 
up, wonders about it— and trots < ' out at night when you’re 
asleep. The unconscious holds evervth.rg that’s primitive and 
frightened in us.” 

“I shouldn’t wonder if that isn’t why I dream ” he said with 
a brightening look. ' . 

“Of course it is." I was satisfied with the common sense 
of my explanations. And yet, as We walked up- the bright 
hillside towards the woodlot. 1 remembered- that I turned and 
looked back at the house, and at the bushes that grew on the 
side where p aul’s room was. It annoyed §nd disturbed me 
just a little to see that among the small spruces and clusters 
of rhododendrons, was nothing that could possibly be the size 
and 3 l'ape of a man. , 

»‘YOLMook a diierent fellow,” I said, glancing over at ]bim 
where' he .sat yawning ^healthily- in the big wing chair He 



uccM puicty auujcv.u*c, „ , -j .^r-, .• certainly tyasnV.the hollow-cheeked, gaunt, nervous specimen 

Pauls face lost colour. You saw film too he said'Thats j had found a week ago . “You’re ruining all Mrs. Butts’ 
interesting. Twice I ve chased all through those bushes Mth , tations of a Crawforcl doom .” . 

a gun m my hand, but there, s nover anybody there. ^ * . 

“Either there is or there isn’t,” I said afteV a .moment. “I. 

‘mean, smce a there was nobody tKere, it was a trick of shadows 
and bushes which*can be seen from your window. You have 
too -many Pushes around this house any w3y— you should cut 
some pf them down*.” 

“Sometimes k think the house should be cut down j” he said 
dismally, and then he smiled. “My nerves are. in knot.s, 
aren’t they?” 



“That's too bad. I feel marvellous. Lucky for me you 
came up, I guess. I was .beginning to kf'ieje all that slush.”' 
He gotYo his feet and stood smiling down at me. “It's great 
to think Mary’s coming home tomorrow. And the' kids. 
IT. be a family man again. «. 

“Better for you.” I was anxious to try- an experiment 
Eve/y night since I had come, I had given PauHhe sleeping 
tablets, andjie had slept deep and well. To nightr I iptended 



“Of. course,” I said. '‘You never were one to imagine things; to dose hinTwith a 'harmless sugar pill. He wouldn’t know the 



Paul — at least, not outside your books. 

I heard a key click in the lock of the back doOr, arid looked at 
Paul. ' ' 

“Mrs. Butts,'" he said. . “She does my chores. I wonder 
what tall tales she’ll have thought up overnight” 

WHEN Mrs, Butts came m I thought she didn’t look the sort 
fbr tall fales, a round, dumpy, wholesome little woman. 

“It’s a fine .day, Mr. Crawford,” she said. “I had such’ a 



difference, but his nervous system would, and if he slept 
soundly, I might congratulate riiyself on having pured him. 
“It’s gettihg late, Paul.* How about bed?” * 

“I can do with it.- -We deserve it.” 4 . * 

We put out the lights Snd wqnt up to bed. 

I gave him the innocuous sugar pill, and saw him swallow 
it, before I.went to take my bath. When J came back, he was 
sound asleep already, with the deeply relaxed look of one who 
has earned his sleep. 
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I went to bed myself then-, but I did not get to sleep at once. 
Almost as soon as I had crawled between the sheets, the dog 
began to howl, somewhere 1 off in the distance. It was -4he 
most mournful, irritating night noise I have ever heard, some- 
far avVay, sometimes quite near the^ house. It had howled 
every night since I- had come, and once or -twice it had sounded 
so very clpse Ishad got out of bed to look, but had nevej - caught 
a' glimpse of it. I hardly wondered, as I lay and listened 
to'it, that the superstitious villagers said it wasn’t alive.. The 
. spund rose and fell .with a desolate unearthly wildness that 
raadfc the spine tingle. ( It’s starting early tonight, I thought, 
"looking at the illuminated dial of the clock by the betj. Won- 
dering why "Somebody hadn’t shot the animal long ago, l-dug 
my head into the bedclothes ‘and tired from hard exercise in 
the open, Was soon asleep.. 

4 don’t know what it“waS that waked me, whether sound 'or 
motion, but I sat tip' with my heart thundering, as you often 
do when shocked awake. The- house was still : J could not 
hear even the howling of the dog, but some pressure in my 
'nerves, stronger than common sense, warned me th^t something 
was wrong. I* slid out of bed at once, and Went into Paul’s . 
room. The bedclothes had been thrown half - off the bed, .: 
as though he Jiad jumped out in a liuYry, "bu,t the room was 
■ empty- - .. _ 

i The hall outside our- rooms was dark and no light showed, in 
the bottprh ofthe house. I shouted, “Paul! - Paul! ” several 
times, and heard nothing but my own voice falling into. the flat 
silence* Some impulse pulled me^to the hall window, d 
saw Paul at,once. ’ He was walking down across the field toward 
the old roads; in the light of the waning moon, bis shadow 
drifted beside him over”the frozen ruts. I watched him for 
a second longer before I realized what it was that puzzled me in 
•• his gait. . He wag not awake. He was walking in his sleep, 
to fulfill some plan his sleeping mind had made. 

I ran back to my -room for ^shoes, hurried down the stairs; 

" and snatched my overcoat from the foyer closet. There is 
always grave danger of accident to a sleep-walker, and J . was 
afraid that he might Walk into the reservoir or. injure "himself 
- in -the stony, fields. - . ' ' * , ' 

The air was bitterly sharp, and So still that I could hear the 
soft, muffled thunder of a train that was miles away. A few ■ 
flakes of snoxv began to drift down as I ran quickly acroSs^the 
dim field; my feet slipping on the hard hummocks, and ridges. 

A fold in the land hid Paul from me at first, and when I saw him 
he Was well along the dd road, walking steadily toward the- 
crossroads as'thopgh he meant to meet someone and was late 
for the appointment. 

As soon as I reached the fairly smooth surface of the road, 

I ran. faster, and caught up with him quickly. I took his arm 
gently, and’ said in a low voice, “Paul, Paul— ■” 

A single- convulsive shiver ran over him as the chain with 
sleep snapped, and his eyes ‘looked at me.' His jaw dropped,' 
and his eyes expanded with a black terror— there was a worse 
look in then than I. have ever seen in the eyes of a dying man. I 
saw at once that he was going to faint, and I was ready when he 
gave a single choked cry and slid against me. his knees loosening. 

I don’t know how I got him up to the house. t ‘ . 

Paul was a big man, and an.unconscious body is dead weight,, 
but I managed it somehow — mainly because there was no help, 
and I knew I had to. I got him up to his bed, wrapped him in 
blankets, and succeeded in pouring some brandy betweenf his 
tedth. ' ' , 

“You’re all right, Paul,’* 1 1 said, as soon as his eyes opened. 
“You’re here with me. You’re safe.” ' 

The blank look of' terror persisted in them for a moment 
and then' they cleared. “Lord,” he said with an effort, “that 
was the worst yet. Was I "dreaming again? Was -that all?” 

“I found you down by the old roads. You were.sleepr 
walking.” 

He turned his head on the pillow and, stared at the Wall. 
“This can't go: on,’” he said in a voice that dragged with 
misery. “Up to now, all I’ve dreamed was -that something 
was after me. i could never sEe it clearlyW-all I knew.was 



it hated me and meant to harm me. Always, at the last moment* 
as we were about to come to grigs* I would wake up.’ 

He, closed his hands ever His eyes. “This time,”'fie said, 

I thought I was walking down the old road. There was some- 
one “walking-in front of me, but- I 'couldn’t see him well because 
he had ajiood over, his'head.’ He brokeoff. “All th,e - while, 

I felt- thS most awful cold helpless terror, but I couldn’t seem 
to go back to help myself in any way. Then he stopped, waiting 
for me to; come up. to him, and as I came abreast of him; he 

turned and. I saw hts Jace ” , 

“ What was it like?” I said, watching him closely. Tie was 
clay-coloured, and the ^kipils of his eyes had expanded until the 
black almost swallowed-the irises. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “It was terribly distorted. Jt ’ 
was Very dark with congested blood; — blood had run down from 
his nose, and the eyes weft almost starting out of the head. 
There was a piece of rope about his neck with the knot tied 

under one ear. Then he put^put his hand toward me : ” 

He moved in the bed with a f slow sigh. * ‘That’s all I remember, 
thank God.” “ ■ * - . 

I went to my medicine kit. -filled a. hypodermic arid brought 
it Tack to the bed. “We’ll talk it over in the morning,’’ I said. 
•“•I .want you to §o to sleep now.” • ,-a 

I SAT down beside: him then, arid waited until he fell into the 
deep, drugged sleep. I was very'.jmeasy and puzzled. This 
Weird senseless nightmare, that had grown to such power that 
it had driven him asleep out of ,his, bed— Remembering his 
description of the man-in- his dream, I reflected that his uncon- 
scious mind had made up a veryjaithful picture of a man who „ 
had died by hanging. * ’ - 

Whatever", was wrong vvith Paul, fexercise had iiot cured it, 
nor mould drugs be anything more than a’ temporary and 
dangerous makeshift. I Was sitting there in the ’cold bedroom, 
•puzzling over ways and" means to help him, when suddenly 
under the window, with an abruptness that made the hair 
rise on. the back of my %ad, the howling of the dog started up. 

I put out the light aijd went, quickly, to the window. - I 
was bound 'that. I was going" to see it this time, for a moriient 
blinded because .1 had been i in the light, I seemed to peer 
out at a wall of dim, dark plush, and then details began to 
appear.- I .saw them^almost at once through the lightly falling 
snow — a man’standing half in “and half Out of the shadow of.the 
stumpy bushes, the dog sitting beside him, the 'green light of 
his eyes raised toward the window. ; ■ .- 

I have never, been able to forget the feeling .thSt carpe over 
pie then— a feeling inside me as though something coweted 
and shivered. There was about the pair of them an indescrib- 
able air of menace-that held me. like an insect on a pin. ‘ And 
it was a riienace that you couldn’t meet with bluster and a gun — 
they did" not mean to burgle the house-^that was not thehr 
.purpose. I don’t know how- long I stood thejm, with uncon- 
trollable shivers creeping on my flesh, but at last I was able 
to wrench myself away. » I pulled down the shade and stumbled 
through the blackness' qf thq room to the* lamp. As the light 
went on again, the cold wicked howlipg of.the dog started up 
once more. I looked at Paul on the bed; he slept deeply 
without stirring. . * * 

J locked both outdoors that opened into the hall, and moved 
a chair so" that I had a view of his room through the open com- 
municating-door, and would -be able 4 to see him if he attempted, 
to get up. At leastrthey don’t sfiem able ta get into thediouse, 

I thought; that’s a good thing. When I lighted a cigarette' 
I saw that my fingers were shaking. I sat there, smoking many 
cigarettes, listehing to the hdwling of the dog. It stopped 
at the first streak of dawn; ' , , 

When daylight had begun to pale the lamp, I got up, switched 
off the light, and raised the shades. Burning-eyed,, stiff and 
tired," I looked out at a clear Bright day. The snow "had ended 
and the lawn and woods were spread with fresh white. I 
stared down at the lawn directly beneath the windows. 

The light film of snow was smooth and clean; ther&'Were no 
footprints, of -either ’dog or man. But I had not expected there 






TWO SHALL BE BORN 



would fie. ' ■ ■ . * ‘ 

PAUL looked, ha-sy-eyed and weary, apd he had eaten only .half 
his breakfast. “Oh, I agree- with you — there’s no use trying to ' 
live in this place any longer." He pushed the plate away irrit- 
ably. “But I shall hate to give up m-f house that I like, just 5 

Because a couple of miserable shadows He rested his 

head on his hands. “Maty isn’t going to iyijoy being bundled 
'off again, as soon as she gets home.” 

", ‘She will, after I’ve talked to her." The phone rang, and - 
I got up to ans“wer it. "I have an idea that the villagers are 
right, and that when rains -fill the reservoir agajn and cover up 
the grave, this will be a safe place ohce more — you can come " 
„ back tjhen.” ’ , 

’“At home, -after the fains," he said with a sour -grin. “Per- 
haps.”* • , - • 

When I came back to the table, I said, “Listen, Paul, a 

patient of mine— it sounds like an emergency operation ” 

“f heard,” he said. '“Of course you*ll be starting for the 
■ city af once— ^— 1 ’ - ■ 

“But 1 don’t want to leave? you nere alone.” , 

. "Nothing ever happens in daylight,” he said. . “ M<fty 
will be home about noon, and we’ll leave then. I’lf have her 
call you up when we get to the city, so you can reassure her about 
my sanity." jHe got up from the table. “Of course you must 
go, Rob, but you’re not to worry abotit me. I'll be all right.” 

I stood looking at him doubtfully, torn l>etween two duties. 

“If yQP do just as we planned. you should be all right " 

He helped me pack my bags, and came out with rpe to the 
‘car. “I hate to scuttle away like a cowardly dog,’ -he said, 
frowning. “-But I don’t dare take any risk, with Mary and the 
children in the house - - " He looked about him at' the bright 

pouring sunshine ajjd the crisp show. "It seems-unbelievable.-’ 

I knew what .he' meant — in the sane daylight, what had- 
happened last night seerrifed night-bore, dream-bojjn, not real. 

“But you know it isn’t,” I said, starting th’fe car. “ You or 
Mary’ call me as soon as you gel in.” . . . 

".My" last. glimpse showed him standing in the doorway, the 
big. house^ looming'- behind him as though it were about to . 
swallow him alive. I thought as I drove along that I really 
should have, got a definite promise from hjm that he would not 
spend another night in the place — but I was quite sure, remem- 
bering his Words and the way he loved his family, thathe would 
not dare feke such a chance with. Mary and the children "there, 
and went on wjth*easier mind. * l , 

My pateint gave me a desperately anxious day. I took him 



to jihe hospital and slept them that night in order to be ready 
for the early operation , ..and it was not really until afternoon 
of the next day .when the operation was successfully ovec and he 
had come out of the anaesthetic, that I seemed to Open my eyes 
a*d look around again. ' 

* Every doctor knows that state of mind when he’s engaged 
in a hand-tp -hand battle with death — there simply is ho room 
for anything else. , I went Home, had my lunch, and, sat down 
foy a moment with the afternoon -paper. ' 

’ It was not until that instant that I thought of Paul again. 
The small headline, sandwiched in between tile bursts of war 
hews, leaped out at me : Paul Cta'nford Murdered. Thq. paper 
shook in my hands and a shock pf horror burst in me like a 
bomb. I dropped the paper, ’Snatched it up again, and read : 

- , “Paul Crawford, well, known modern novelist, author'of 

the best sellers, ‘ Mrs. Grundy ’ and, * Strange Voyage,’ 
was found dead to-day near his home in- Covington under 
circu instances which indicated he had. been murdered. 
The body was found by Mrs. Crawford who had returned, 
from California with her children a day later t!\an she had 

anticipated ” ^ , * . 

Poof Mary, I, thought- with a choking rush of pity.' I kri?w 
what had happened. Paul had heard fromTViary that she ftowa 
be a day" late, and stubborn, angry at being forced, out of his 
own house, he had determined that he would slay just one more 
night. Perhaps he had locked all the doors, all the windows, 
perhaps he had done other things that he thought ^vould keep 
him safe from things that walk in-the dark, but nothing had been 
enough. r I stared down against the jlear black print pf the 
paper. , .** " „ 

“ Mr. Crawford’s body lay at ct junction of old Revolu- 
tionary roads which' had been revealed by the drying, up of 
Covington- Reservoir in the recent drought. The body, had 
been badly -mauled by a wild animal, although none have been 
known to be in the vicinity in years. The case is further 
Complicated by the fast that about Mr. Crawford’s neck was 
a rope of a. type said to have been used for the execution jpf 
criminals generations ago. The inquest will be held -on 
Wednesday morning at ten o’clock." .’ 

I knew what the result of the inquest would be,. almost as 
though I were there to hear the foreman of the jury say* “• We 
find the deceased met his death at the 'hands of a person or 
persons unknown.’’ 

But they were knowfi to- me. 
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Two Shall Be Bom 



By SEABURY QUINN 

For thirteen centuries she had Inin there, mimiciriP- life — counterfeitim} sleep. 
Two shall be bom the whole wide world apart 
And speak in'dlfferent tongues and have no thought 
Each of the other's being and no heed ■*. . . * . 

„ That some day out of darkness they shall meet 
* 4 And read lifers meaning (Pleach other’s eyes; 

—Susan Marr Spaulding, Fate. 



C OLD weatKer had set in, and the quiet street was like 
a scene from a Christmas card in the November dusk. 
The moon wa% very bright ; its radiance was pow- 
dered silver on the frost : encrusted. grass. Soft light 
-filtered 'through drawn curtains on the'neatly-kcpt front lawns. 
Somewhere down the block a window had been left 'open and 



through it, very clear ih the cool tranquil air, a radio picked up 
a broadcast from Havana, mandolins and violins mourning 
Softly over a tango. The placid beauty of the night was like 
the sting bf salt in a raw wound to Fullerton. “A sprrow’s 
crowfi of sorrows, ’ he repeated bitterly, “is remembering 
happier things.” Yet' what was there to do but '^member? 
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Life was flowing backward for him, there was nothing jn ' neighbour up the street, the. small-dSrk riian who ’d moved into 
the future save, perhaps, such patience as a living dead man the vacant house three doors away, had put that bright tile in 

might command while he waited the actual sundering of flesh, his sidewalk the same day he. took possession of the premises; 
*8nd spirit. • Fullerton had noticed it as he went out upon his daily morning 

For Henry Herbert Fullerton— “H.H.F.” beloyed of the walk, a square of brightly finished porcelain, not white nor yet 

sports writers and one-time All American left taokle, latef quite green, but' a sort of combination of the two, noticeable 

S^ith" American explorer and still later stockbroker— was dead. in the dull-gray of the paving blocks as a cardinal in a flock of 

Not dead the way you were when skilled morticians ga»ve* death ' blackbirds. ■ ft had" a figure on- it, too, a man with a jackal s 
the appearance of a nStural sleep and clergymen. droned prayers head, like the figures ' of Antlbis he’d seen in the museums, 

above you and women wept while soft music was played. Oh, Odcbthat he should have set a bright tile like that m the gray- 

no, not that — the lucky ones died that way' He was just civilly . stone walk. But then— — 

dead — cit iiiter morhjus — a legafi corpse, deprived of all thg- Last night was HaUoween, and boys in South Brooklyn, were 
rights of manhood till’ the state saw fit to restore them. An . like their kind the world over. Out ringing doorbells, stealing 
ex-convict. : - . tfash-cans, blowing beans at unprotected windows. Among 

Like one who sees a motion .picture reeled through its t>ro- their pranks had been the transplantation of the bright , tilg 

jector in re\**se he viewed the incidents that marked the past from his neighbour’s walki lo his. Tomorrow. he must- take it 

twelve years. His return from the exploring trip, the offer back. Only thedi'fidence that rnade_him shrink from -meeting 

of the partnership in Smashers. Djrk„& Houghton, his partners* people had-kept him from restoring it that morning. * ;; 

endless importunities to bring his friends in on .“/good things He put'his hand up to the curtain, cord.; but delated palKn g 

his marriage td Millicent with the church banked suffocatingly it. Freedom to open or shut doors and windows was still a 
high with flowers and gawking crowds held back by the. police duxury to be savored. Old Lovelace nadn t served a» hitch 
escort. L-ater,' their duplex apartment jpd thfe cocktail parties iff the big house when be wrote s , 

that they threw; whispered m^rkefe tips and eager friends with 

avid eyes who fairly forced their money on hirti. Then October, . ‘ Stone walls dt> not a prison make,. - 

19.22,-' the crash, the realization that "his trustful •friends were , Nor irori bars a cage. 

mined, jbe all-night drinking bout at Gilotti’s sr^ak-easy, and t ■> ' , •’ . 

the return to bis house -just in time to meet Millicen£ and Bob he said ironically, speaking naturally to himself, as lonely men 
-Houghton at thew door. .. ; * have. done since time’s beginning. “If we. had-rwhat the 

They, had laughedLat his,befiiddled questions, made a mock •' deuce? He ended on an interrogatively rising. note as a lighf 
of his -remonstrances . “Hold the bag," pucker, ’’Bob h^d (lung delivery van crawled down the street, the driver leaning far 
across his shoulder as he' helped Millicent ‘into the car. ^ \- -- qut of the cab to scan the sidewalks bojdering th* roadway. 

' Hold the bag, eh? They'd run out on him,. leaving him to Opposite his door the-cjir came to a halt, and the driver 
face the music, would they? He’d show 'em! 'When the jumped down, crossed the strip of parking and bent down to < 
.police picked Bob Houghton up there were four bullet‘ f woQnds , examine the bright tile. Satisfied with his jnspection, apparently 
in him.' Not bad shooting for a drunken man. . And Millicent he called to .hie' helper, grid .walked back to . the vehicle, where 

was screaming at him, mouthing curves like a fish-wife. he begair to unlatch the chains holding up its tail gate. In a 

His" lawyers pleadfed the unvprftten law, his drunkenness, moment they had drawn out a long. packing 2 case and Were 

finally advised a 4 .plea of guilty in the second degree. lugging it his walk.- - , 

Ten' years, the judge had said. Ten years -at hard labour. You must have made a. mistake, Fullerton insisted as they 

And the warden took- him *at his word; No office work, Vio " beat upon his front door. with a thqnderous knock. I havfcn t 
sbft duties for this killer who but for wealth and influence ordered anything-'-who’s this for?-’ , . . , . * 

might he waiting for the final summons^ from the death house. _ The driver andhis helper had regained their seats. m the car. 
The rock pile, the machine shop and the laundry, these were and looked back at him surlily. * For a man, replied the 
his portion while the. sands of time piled slowly to' a pyramid driver. “See? 1 t • - „ *. • 

of ten tong years. Then they set him free, a ticket to the. qity ‘ No, I don t.. What s his name and address. 

‘in the pocket of his prison-made ill-fitting suit, and the mark of » ‘ Difrino, MisteV. Our orders wpz to put thft box down at 

the ex-convict x>n him. A slight, lean man of thirty-six who th’ door o’ th’ house wid a fancy tile in its front ufcllc. L)idn t 

looked fifty, gaut featured, pewter haired, with- the' empty, have no mme.or number ; just a house m dis block wfd a fanqr 

■lustreless eyes of a dead man walking. .' tile.- Ifyouaintt-h party it*s just top bad', * or we am t luggiri 

Millicent bad divorced him.' $erved the papers on him in - * that crate bajlc See?,, 
the penitentiary. With a grim smile he recalled her- accusations, With a wheeze and rattle the old car got underway, and ruller- 

“ — assault with a deadly weapon — conviction or a crime in.* • ton \vasTeft with the unwanted parcel oiv his doorstep, 
vrilving moral turpitude — ” . He ■ let the case go by default.^ g.‘Now what? he asked hiipself. The box was oblong, 

Everything she said was true. Once be had tried to kill her ; niade of light yWod strips .reinforced with cross -tied ropes, 

he lovet^iter ithen, loved her 5 so he'd rather see" her .dead than There was nothing on it to identify its consignee or consignor, 
gone with . Bob Houghton. No- matter ribvy. When one" , is In shape and size it was much h'ke the rou^i tox used to encase 

quits with life fvhat difierence does it make whether he is the casket at burial. Fullerton felt a slight chill of apprehension 

; married dr-div.orced ? ' ' ’ ' -as. he looked at it> What, was he to do with it? . j he 'driver 

He'd seen her" yest^rdtfy down on the Avenu^j gray eyls had said it was for the man with the bright tile m his sidewalk, 

aglint beneath the crisping curls of auburm hair, a smart Small That would-be his new neighbour. Obviously the thing was 

hat/trimmed with cock feathers, a double cross fox scarf .drappd too heavy for him*to move it unassisted— But -1- can tl$ave it 

negligently across, ner shoulders. She’d passed him by as out there all nighfi, . he told himself, it may hold perishable 

if he were a bit of wind-blown street-trash, and he had wondered goods.’ Tentatively he Jeaned down and took the , nearer 

idly that the sight of her,stirred nejther longing nor resentment corners in .his hands.. Surprisingly, the case _ moved, .toward 
•in him, that he could" look so calmly in that coldly lovely, face him easily, and he realized it has castoi^ fitted to (ts lower .surface 

’and feel no r^uickening of th% pulses as he passed withiri hapd’s • That simplified things. ~ : .* \ 

reach ol this woman who had “vowed to cleaveito him through Pulling, tugging, rfiahting'a little .rom "the exertion, he drtv? 
sorrow and aefifersity while they both lived. ' . the box aero* the doorsill and into the front hafl. I here it 

“But,"” he reflected bitterly, " she .-kept her bargain. One would he safe till morning — - 

of us is’d&ad ; deid legally — cfciUter mdirum.'\- Shoving it vrith his foot to make a clearance way for the -font 

, - • .... k* door, he was astonished at the ease with which it rolled across 

•THE mo'onlight glinted on, a spot of brightness in theW.lk, the polished floor.. Nof only rolled^. but cannoned into the 
before 'his house, and Fullerton grinned as he marked it. His' newel post* of -the staifease. The crackling sound of breaking 
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wood was followed by the tinkle of smashing earthenware, and 
he looked ruefully, at the object expose^ by ‘the, shattered 
crate. - • ■ 

Where the box had staved in he could- glimpse a dull -white 
surface scarred by a wide crack. It was -hard to make j"he 
object^out. From its shape it might have been. a bathtub, but 
who’d make a bathtub out of fragile earthenware, or encase 
it in a box unable to ^withstand a s'ight jar such as that which 
smashed this case? * 

“H'm, rtaybe I can fix the thing," he muttered, putting back 

the broken boards. • “Perhaps I’d better not try, but ” 

He couldn’t- understand it. But a curiosity greater than his 
powers of resistance seemed to prompt hiifi. Plainly as if he’d 
heard the words pronounced he became aware that the box held 
something he Tnust , see— ^quickly. 

He drew the boards away, looked down at the baked-clay 
case they had concealed. - Six feet in -length it was, and in 
general appearance it, resembled one^of those old covered soap- 
dishe? without which no^toilet^et of the nineties was complete. 
The top, was slightly convex and seemed joined to the bottom by 
a- tongue-and-groove joint into which some sort of plaster 
had been set. An inch’o'r so below the junction of -the top and 
body ran a bojder of the egg-and-dart. design familiar to Greek 
pottery of the common sort. The whole appeared to hav*e b?en 
baked iq.a brick-kiln, 'but not thoroughly, for in several places 
the rough finish had chipped off, leaqjng pits and indentations 
on the surface, as though the baking process had added more of 
brittleness than strength to the clay. . B • 

■ With his knife he dug away the soft cement that sealed the 
vessel. In a moment he had loosened it and lifted back the 

* top. J ’.Good L ord. what’s this? 

THF light frpm the hall chandelier shone past-him into the clav 
casket, and as HI looked into the cavernous container he felt 
the breath hit hard against his teeth while a jerxing. pounding 
feeling came into his chest beneath the curve of his left collar- 
bone. He was locking full into the still calm face of a dead 
woman. 

Carefully. stepping softly with, that reverence 'which is the 
instinctive due of death he stood the* casket cover in the angle 
of the wall and looked again into the terra-cotta coffin. If 
what he Saw was death it was a startling counterfeit of life." 

She lay as easily and naturally in her clay coffin; as ’though - 
she slept in her. accustomed bed. 1 all she was apd slander, 
perfectly proportioned as a statue wrought by Phidias or Praxi- 
teles. golden-baired and fair-skinned as a Nordic blonde. From 
tapering wfnte thrbat to slender ch^Ik-white ankles ^she was 
draped n a white robe the simple Ionic chiton of white fine® 
cut in that austerely modest style of ancient Greece in which 
the upper portion of the dress falls downward again, from 
neck to waist to^orm aso*!. of tape masking the outline of the - 
bosom and leaving rhe entire arms and joints of the shoulders 
fare Save for the tiny studs o f hand-wrought gold which 
held the gown together at the sht>uldetk and the narrow double 
line of hdfrhdntal purple stripes at the bottom of the cape her 
dress was withoat ornament o! anf sor-v. .There*were no tings:, 
upon the long slim nngers of the narrow hands that lay-demureiy 
cfossed Upon- her ..breast’, her narrow -high-afahed feet were 
bare. - A corded filler of white linen bound hep bright hair 
in a Psyche knot 

For a moment— or an hour, he had np way of telling, for time 
seemed pausing and breathing with ,it — he stood looking 
_at ihe lovely body confined in the baked clay , casket. Like 
every normal layman he had an inborn -horror. of death, and 
instinctively f^lt frightened in -the presence of the dead, but 
somehow, this did not seam death. 

It was, rather, the image of slumber, of, live unconscious, 
waiting to be waked. - : 

* Yet, despite, appearance, he knew that she was dead', and 
had been tor a thousand years and more. " He had s^en coffins 
like the one she lay in at the museums. .Explorers’. spades hac^ 

- dug them from the Chnsjjan cemetery at Alexandria, relics of 
the vanished Roman Empire 'of the East He recognized her 



simple, ""graceful costume, too. The narrow stripes of Tyrian 
dye that edged her cape bore witness-to Jier status as a freeborn 
Roman citizen, the corded girdle at her, waist proclaimed her 
a virgin-. She must-have liyed — and died— before the rise of 
Islam in the Seventh Century. • ' 

Yet, though she must have passed from life to death twelve 
hundred arid more years ago, so perfect was the ‘mimicry of 
life, so absolute the counterfeit of breathing sleep, thaV.he was 
afraid to move lest he wAken her: „ 

Gradually his, reason reasserted itself. The old Egyptians . 
had been skilled embalmers ; he’d heard it said they knew a 
process whereby all appearance of mortality could be removed ; 
not the crude pickling of mummification, but. a technique 
which approached- that practised by embalmers of our day. 
Yet, look as he Would, he could find no sigh of the embalmer’s 
work, no wound, no slit in the smooth skin, no scar or bandage. 

Reverently he bent above the dead form in the coffin. Beside 
the body, almost hidden by a fold of the white Tobe, he saw, 
a roll of something which appeared like parchment, and bending 
.closer he could make -out letters on it. .This might give, a 
clue to her identity and explain her marvellous defiance of the 
natural law of dissolution. * 

, The rolled screed crackled in his hands. It was'not parch- 
ment, he discerned* but something thin and almost transparent, 
like i;ow on row of library mending tissue joined skillfully 
together. He recognized it, he had seep its like in the museums 
— payprus. * 

The writing on it was in square black letters strung together 
without a break, as if the whole message "were one long word. 
“What language?” he wondered, looking idly at the characters. 
Egyptian? Not likely, they used picture-writing. ‘Greek? 
Perhaps, but the 'letters didn’t look like Grecian characters. 
He ran his eye along the topmost line : 

NOV^RINTUNIVERS'IPERBREVIA.’ 

’’Gibberish !” he' told himself disgustedly, then checked in 
mid-breath. No!- Th§ characters werfe Roman capitals, like 
the numerals on his watch, and suddenly he recalled having 
heard that it was not until comparatively recent days that words 
were written separately for convenience in reading. 

Here was a clue. .He -hadn't looked inside -a Latin book in 

almost 'twenty years* but Frowning with the* effort, he 

bent his gaze upon the opening letters of the message : * 

NOV— that might be art abbreviation for not)?, signifying 
new, but that would make the next word eron. There wasn't 
any such word he remembered. Still- — — • 

Suddenly, as a figure hidden in a picture-puzzle becomes 
clear when it has been stared at fixedly for a time, the first 
sixteen letters of the line seemed to separate. There they were, 
in two words : 

NOVERINT— UN I V£R$I — Know everyone, know^ all 
raeit- . • „ ' 

And thtf next three characters spelled P-E-R — per, meaning' 
by — 

Then BREVIA — these writs, these writings — 

He was making progress-now. It would bq a long task, but 
the thing could be deciphered and translated. Plainly it was in 
the nature of a legal document, ‘perhaps a statement of the dead 
girl’s name and parentage. 

For the first time in more than ten years Re smiled with 
eyes as' well as lips. “I’ll know more 'about you in a little 
/While,' m? dear,” die told her in a whisper; Then,' even lower : 

“Sleep on, §nd pleasant dreams. \ . t • 

IT WAS 1 almost morning when he leaned back’ from his desk, 

. utterly worn out with unaccustpmed work, but too astounded 
to be conscious of fatigue. Crupipled -paper lay about him on 
the flopr, the ashtray \yas piled high with cigarette stubs, but 
on the desk lay his translation completed : ’ / 

Know all to whom these writings come that I, known 
to the Greekf as Philamon, but to my fellow-followers of the 
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Old Gods’ worship as Har^nichis, being of the olden blood of 
- mighty .Egypt "and a swom priest of the Old Gods, have 
capsed the virgin Helena, to fall into a deep sleep by the arts 
of my learning, wherefrom sjie shall not waken till one takes 
her by the hand ancFcalls her name and bids her rise. ,, - ’ 

Now-'to whosever sees th^se writings, greetings and. ad- 
monition : It is my purpose to assume a like sle£p unto hers 
when M have finished preparations for her safekeeping, and 
for mine own. But hapjy it may fall out that we wake Jn 
divers places, and that another than myself shall summon 
. her. from sleep.-. Now, therefore, stranger, be ye warned. 
The virgin Helena is mine, and not another’s, and should . 
thou come upon hgr sleeping in her coffin, thOu art charged' 
to leave.her as thou hndest her, for if she waken at thy bidding, 
and looketh on thee with favour,, know That I, Harrrychis, 
servant of the; JVfost High .Gods, and a mighty man in combat, 
wilh seek thee out and da thee mortal battle for her, and as 
for her, should she look on another with the eyes, of love, 

' then she shall truly die by my hand, and not awaken any 
more,, either at the bidding of a mortal m,an or otherwise. for 
bodiless and without hope of resurrection shall she wander 
in Amenti forever. I haye s$id. ,'.,V 

The more he-reid the document the .crazier it sounded, and, 
paradoxically, the, crazier it sounded the more logical- it seemed. 
His recollection of the history of the Roman Empire of the East 
was,sketchy, But he remembered having heard that the old faith 
was kept -alive by Coptic descendants of. the original Egyptians, 
and that even today there ^re men who claim to have been 
initiated into the mysteries- of Osiris and the lesser gods of 
Egypt. It seemed quite possible that this man who called 
himself - Harmichis might have been a member of the old 
priesthdod. .There was small doubt that the Egyptian priests 
understood hypnotism, just as' the Hindus did. That would 
■account for the assertion that Harmichis “caused the virgin 1 
Helena to fall into a deep sleep by the arts of his learning. ! . „ 
Evidently this had been some sort of ancient version of. a 
lovers’ suicide pact.- Harmichis, unable to tnarry the- Greek 
girl, had hypnotized. jhar- — put* her in a state of suspended 
animation — coffined her and had her buried in the desert sands. - 
He had then intended to hypnotize himself, or have another 
dp it to him arid be buried by her side. Then at some pre- f 
determined time he would awaken, issue from his- grave and 
rouse the sleeping maiden. “ And just in case somebody beat 
him to it, he gavfe ’em timely warning to lay off,” Fullerton 
ended aloud. -, , 1 

He lighted a fresh cigarette and bowed his head in thought. 
How long had the hypnotic sleep- lasted? How long does it 
take for a hypnotically induced trance to b£com£ true death ? 
Obviously she had not wakened in her coffin.. There was no 
sign ef a struggle, 'Quite as obviously she had not died of slow 
starvation while in a catalepticstate. She was., slender, but with 
■ the slenderness of. youthful grace, not the emaciation of star- 1 
vatiom 

He shook his head and rose, ff only what old Harmichis 
had wished, were possible— if only he could take her by the 
hand and call On h§r to waken— — 

Once more he stood above the terra-cotta coffin, looking in 
the dead girl’s calm sweet face.' Good Lprd„ but she was 
beautiful! Her smoothly-flowing contours melted into- lines . 
of perfect, symmetry, dark, lashes swept the pure curve of her 
cheeks, her lips, still faintly stained with colour, rested softly 
on each;other. Unbidden, a verse from Romeo and Juliet 
came into his. mind : 

* , , Beauty’s ensign yet , 

Is enmson in thy lips and ia thy cheeks,., • 

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there. 

Scarcely realising what he ‘did he bent down and laid his 
fingers on one of the slim pale hands resting on thf dead girl’s 
.breast. He recoiled in surprise. The hand was warm as 
living flesh, firm and Tovely to the touch. 

“All right,” he murmured argumentatively to himself. 



“I’m crazy. So what? I’m going to try it, anyway Y 
.How did you say '“arise” in Latin He thought a moment, 
theri, his han d upon the girl's his, lips almost ^against the little 
low-set ear that lay framed in a nest of glowing gold-bright 
curfs: “Serge, 0 Helena !” - He tvasn’t quite sure that was 
right. Perhaps he should hav.e said, “SergetuJ’ but . . .. 
“O Helena, serge !’,* he repeated, louder this time.’ 

' A chill, not quite of fear nor - yet of pure excitement, but 
rather frpm a combination of them, rippled throughTiim, for 
.with the repetition of the command the fingers in his stirred, 

! curled up to take a light hold’ on his hand, and the bosom of 
the dead girl heaved as if in respiration. The «waxen-smooth 
blue-veined eyelids tvere lifted slowly from a pair of almost 
golden eyes, and a faint suggestion of colour swept upward 
through her throat and cheeks like a" blush. Her calm lips 
parted, trembled in a broken little sigh'. ... - • 

She met his startled gaze with -a long look of . gentle trust. 
“ Is it truly thbu„my lord ” she askedLin a soft whisper. 

He looked -down at, her raptly, like a worshipper before a' 
shrine, or a child to whom a glimpse of fairyland* has been 
vouchsafed. Involuntarily, he leaned toward her. The 
attraction wasinstioctive, elemental, unreasoning as the drifting 
down df autumn leaves which take their flight without con- 
sideration or knowledge of the botanical process involved. For 
a long, heart-stilling moment they locked into each other’s 
eyes, and as hejooked at.her he felt.fhe shell of rage and hatred 
for the world and all mankind which he had keot about him 
for thedast terf years begin to soften like a frozen river, in the' 
first spring sunshine. 

- “Helena!” hebreathed almost inaudibly. 

Her steadfast eyes were wide, star-bright with tears th/»t*canae 
unbidden to their black-lashed lids, and her lips were trembling 
like an eager child’s. “Is it truly thou, my lord " she asked 
again. . «-*, - 

HELL-BROTH simmered to a boil in Alexandria. It was the 
summer of "the year .635, and everywhere within the ancient 
city of the Ptolemies dissention reigned. Fanatic monks and 
deacons of the orfhodix religion mobbed heretics’ of the old 
Coptic Chuj-cfi. Copts 'burned the orthodo* churches, and 
murdered monks and priests at every opportunity. From 
the ghetto where almost a hundrefi thousand Jews were barred 
in by intolerance of Greek and Copt there issued almost nightly 
raiding parties to avenge the insults heaped upon {he Sons of 
Israel by daylight. The Roman governor hanged and crucified, 
adherents to all parties with a fide impartiality, antf confiscated 
lands and gopds with even greater readinefcsv- Frftm thedlast 
came ominous reports of Islam’sonward march ; some said that 
Amrou, general of the Caliph OmarYSyrian armies, had already 
laid siege to Pelusium, guardian fortress of the boundary; 

-. In an upper chamber of her father’s house ’in the Museum 
Street the damsel Helena was seated, reading from a vellum 
scroll the romance of Hero and gander. Of late there had 
been little else thrft she could dp. Most of the city’s four hun- - 
dred theatres were closed by order of the governor, for wherever 
crowds assembled rioting was sure to follow. - The streets and 
squares se-ec^oed to the march pf mailed pro/ectorii— Soldiers 
of the Roman garrison— the baths no longer afforded a com- 
fortable hawn for exchange of friendly gossip. 

... yonder shines the blessed light, 

- ’ Love-kindled to dispel the night 

' And lead me. Hero mine, to thee.” 

she read, her lips half forming the words as her eyes traced 
. down the lines gf boldly-formed Greek letters. “ Yes. Judith 
she looked up as a small Negro maid paused at the door with, 
a deep bow. , 

“If it please your ladyship the Copt Philamon waits below, 
and begs an audience.” 4 { 

Helena’s smooth brow winkled in a frown, “Bid him be- 
gone,” she. answered. “Tell him l am at the bath, or in the 
theatre ” ~v . ", 
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. “I have, your ladyship, but still he lingers obstinately, 
saying he will wait until it pleases you to see him.’’ 

* “Does he-, in very truth Why, then, 'twere better that I 
saw him quickly and dispatched the business for all ’tirpe. 
Bring him hither, slave, ’’C ■ , 

As the serving wench went on her (ftrand Helerfti laid by her 
parchment and ‘glanced toward the door with a small frowrv,of . 
annoyance between her classic level brows. Philamon — she' 
had no wish to see him now or ever, yet for old time’s sake 
she’d try to be as gentle a$ she might. They had been school- 
mates and , playfellows, though she was the daughter of a 
philosopher attached to the Museum and he the son of a rich 
.Coptic merchant. Ostensibly he was a Christian, and bore the 
Greek name of Philamon, but as he grew from youth to manhood 
he- had joined with others of hie race in an attempt to revive 
worship of the ancient deities of Egypt.. Until they had ex- 
pelled him from the lecture halls of the Museum he had the 
impudence to preach the godhead of Osiris. Now, grown to 
man’s estate, he presumed to sue for her hand 1 — insolent 
desert-spawn, to aspire to the hand of one in whose veins ran^' . 
the noblest blood of the Empire. The tinkling of the small 
bells on the silken certain at the door cut short Jier reverie, 
and Philamon entered with a deep obeisance. 

He 1 was a handsome young man, dark; slendfirl lithe and 
almost silent as a snake in his movements,. Above;'® tunic 
of deep Tyrian purple edged with gold, embroidery he wore a 
light cape of'green silk, . A jewelled girdle with a dagger hanging 
from it in a'sheath of gem-,encrusted leather clasped his waist, ' 
buskins of white leather worked with gold were on his feet. 
His curling black hair waskencircled by a golden fillet. 

“ Sqlve, Helena ,” he greeted, dropping* naturally into the 
classic Latfti which, as a Copt, he preferred to thfc Greek 
spoken by the ruling class “ Domihus tecum." •' 

' Hast thou then become a Christian — again-'” she asked 

with a faint sn^er. “ Thad^not thought to hear thee say ” 

He cut her short with an impatient gestufe. “There is 
no time to bandy words, my Helena. Knowest thou the latest 
tidings from the East?” 

' “What should, a Grecian maiden know of them? Am I a . 
Coptic traitor, having secret messSges from spies — — - } 

Once 'jmore his lifted hand broke through her bitter - words. 
“Pelusium has been.taken by AnroiK The path to Alexandria 
lies- open to the hosts of Islajn. Within the month the Caliph ’s'^ 
soldiers Will have'tjnged the city's walls with steel.” .. 

Now genuine alarm showed in her face. “The governor — ” . 
“’JThe governor Pah !” He spat the exclamation out as 
though it were ah epithet. “What can he do The Roman 
soldiery is soft with too much wine and food, too little war. . 
The Gothic mercenaries are besotted with their wiVie and. dice 
and wenches, and would seif sail for Europe ere the first assault. 
•There is not a single legion in the field against the hordes of 
Amrou’s Arab cavalry, and every day fresh troops of Saracens 
com€ up -from Syria. There is no help or hope for it. The 
Alexandrian garrison is doomed.” r ‘ * • 

“Thenr-then wha^ shall I do?" she faltered. 

HE SMILED. Not pleasantly. “ Hear me, O' Helena. 
Aforetime I have offered youmy hand, but you have refused- — 
reviled — me. Now pnce more I make you offer of an honour- 
able marriage and a fortune \vhich shall be secure from seizure 
by the Arabs. They have promised all us Copts 'immunity., 
if we-will join with them against the Greeks. I shall have-high, 
place and rank and power ip the government of the, Caliph. 
Which will you choose, 0 Helena, my name and love and ( 
fortune, or exile and poverty at the court of Heraplius? Philo- 
sophers are very plentiful in'Byzantium. Thy fathers learning 
will command small recompense. _ 
Not for a momeht did she doubt him. He was"a traitor to 
the Umpire, an apostate Christian, a conspirator, but no liar. 

In an agony of apprehension her fingers twisted- and uritwisted 
themselves. Theresas about her the- appearance of a fright- 
ened child. “ But I do riot love thee,. Philamon— 

“No more Philamon ; I’haye done with all things Greek,’ 



he interrupted, * “Call me by my rightfubname, Harmichis.'’ 

She went on as if fie had not spoken : “To wed a -man not 
loving Tim ", . 

Once more he cut ber short. “See, Helena, here is a window 
to the future. Look into it and tell me what thou set’st.” 
From the pocket hanging at. his girdle he produced a globe 
of rock crystal somewhat, larges, than an orange and laid it on 
the table before her. “Look, look into it, my Helena, and see 
if'thou wilt choose to be. my mate, or brave the future un- 
protectedC ’ . . 

Timorously she bent forward, looking into the cool limpid 
depth -of the glass ball. *. His eyes, hot ; greedy, coal-black, 
were upon her, his sharp-cut lips were whispering insistently, 
b’Look — look! Look through ,the window of 'the future, 
Helena — — ” ’’ " . ■ ‘ 

At first she saw no more than vague prysmajic mirrorings of 
the room, such as might have been reflected in a floating soap 1 - 
.bubble, but gradually the crystal clouded, shading from the 
clarity of water to the’opalesence of fresh" milk, then darkening 
steadily, appeared to grow jet-black, as if it were a sphere of 
polished ebony. ' A point of light appeared aga'inst the brilliant' 
blackness, another, and another. ' , 

Now they were whirling round each other, like torches carried 
by wild-leaping dancers viewed from a tower top at night, and 
gradually they seemed ,to form a pattern. In their- merging' 
brightness she could decry figures— she saw jhe wild charge 
•of the Arab cavalry, saw the Imperial legions staggering from 
battlefields; beheld the great siege-engines set up under Alex- 
andria’s walls, and saw the ’Saracens come swarming up the 
battlements to cut down every living thing that barred their 
wild,, victorious advance. 

“Oh— horrible!” she faltered, and tried to wrench her gaze 
away from the bright spherg, but a power greater than her own 
will held her fascinated eyes upon it. -A light,- bright miSt, an 
etidless network of -converging lines seemed taking form in 
the* crystal. In its depths, as through .a dim, wiped-over 
window, she beheld herself asleep. Asleep? No, never maiden 
slept in such a bed as that, save in the last long sleep that knows 
no waking. It.wag a coffin that she lay in, and they had taken 
all her jewellery off; •alipped'the bright emerald? from her ears,- 
draWn the rings'from her fingers, even “taken off her gold- 
embroidored sandals. Dead. ‘ She, Helena, was dead, and 
about to be buriedlike a beggar maid. . 

' But what, ms this Above the coffin which enclosed her 
bent a face. She did not recognise it, for the features differed 
from the feature's of the men she” knew*. It w®s finely drawn, 
with rather high cheekbones, the mouth was wide and generous 
the eyes a , pale and smoky gray. Hardened by suffering it. was, 
and scarred by the deep acid-cuts of cynicism, but instirictively 
she felt drawn to it, for she knew that it belonged to one who 
had an infinite capacity for love and kindness*— an infinite need 
of Ihem. 

“Art thou — art thou *my, lord. " she Slsked tremulously. 
“Art thou he into whose hands I shall lay my heart like a , 
gift— — " - 

Harsh and dry and rasping with cold fury Harmichis voice 
drowned out her timid question : 

“Sleep, Helena.. Fall thou in a' deep and dreamless sleep 
which men shall take for death, and, wake no more until thy 
hand, be taken and thy name called ’’ . 

F©UE oxen,, white and without blemish, drew, the funeral car 
that held Helena’s coffin from the Church of Holy Wisdom 
• to the great Necropolis where Christian dead were buried. 
Two dozen lovely maidens rribed fh white and veiled with 
purple walked barefoot in the dust beside the flower-burdened 
hearse, with the Patriarclfof Alexandria and-his train of deacon^ 
and subdeacons following,.in their gilded curricles drawn by 
white mules. At the grave the girls wailed piercingly and 
tore, their- faces with their nails, then cut' their long hair off 
and threw the braided tresses on the coffin^ With incense, bell 
and intoned prayer the churchmen laid her in : the grave apd 
went their several ways. 
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The burying ground lay silent in the fading . moonlight. 

A soft low haze that Swept up -from the harbour shrouded tree 
and monument and mausoleum in a silvery unreal half-light 
as Harmichis and two stout, kpaves he had picked up on the 
waterfront crept silently as wind-blown clou'ds across the broad 
lawns of the great^Necropolis. “Dig here,” Harmichis ordered, 
and at his command the villains turned the loose turf back.- j 
The ornate coffin, ornamented with a frieze depicting scep.es 
front the life of Saint Helena, lay but a foot or two beneath the. 
sod. , In fifteen minutes it was hoisted froifi the grave, its 
sealings of liftie-mortar bfoken, and the ‘lovely corpse exposed. 

Working quickly-, Harmichis undid the emerald rings from 
Helena’s* small ears, drew the jeweled rings from' her fingers, 
unclasped, the' brooch that held the Persian shawl about her 
shoulders, unlaced the gbld-embtoidered buskins on her feet." 
“Take them/’ he tossed the loot to his helpers. “Their price 
will huy a “jar of wine in any shop along the quay.” Then? 
as the scoundrels .pocketed the finery, “Bring ort the other 
coffin.”' - * ■ 

, It was a plain, cheap case of half-baked earthenware they - 
lugged from the carl, hitched beside the road, the sorf of casket 
used by those just rich enough to bury their dead chestqdfbut 
too poor to afford any but the meanest funeral, furnishings. 
Into it they put Helena, then dropped it in the place of her 
'elaboxate casket, and heaped the broken earth upon it. 

“Break this -up and throw the pieces in the harbour,” Har- 
michis ordered as he gave th^ fine coffin a kick. ‘-'Here is 
•the balance of thy hire.” -He tossed a purse to them and turned 
away. Chuckling, he murmured to himself, “No grave robber 
will, seek for buried .treasure in that pauperis' coffin. Sleep 

on, my Helena sleep, on in blessed poverty Until ” 

Half an. hour later die - was in his own bed chamber. His" 
Grecian Clothes were laid aside and in their place He wore^a 
gown of plain white linen, such as that the, priests vowed to 
Osiris wote in days before the coming of the Greeks and Romans. 
Before him on the. table lay the crystal ball which he had used 
to hypnojise fhe^irl. 

. " Gaze, gaze, Harmichis,” he bad himself. '‘Gaze, servant 
of the Most High Gods, gaze in the magic crystal, yield lip thy 
being and sink thou in a sleep* so deep *t^at men shall take it. 
for death, till — " His voice failed slowly, jinking from ‘a 
murrpur to a whisper, ‘finally to silence. His head- fell, forward 

on his arms- ’ - . - 

The news that Philamen the Copt had died of grief for Helena 
the Greek girl spread through the city. His funeral was a 
simple one, for Tieithe? Greek nor ‘‘Coptic priest -would say a 
prayer for ohe tvho- had admitted publicly ‘he was apostate, 
a follower of the old gqds. - * « 

►Nevertheless, because, he hacf been rich, and because his will' 
requested it, they dug his grave a little distance from the gravp * 
where Helena the Christian maiden had been, laid. 

“ART thou truly he whom J did see aforetime in the gazing- 
trystal of the renegade Philarnon ”, the girl asked Fullerton, 
her golden eyes, fixed questioningly onTiim. » 

He was suddenly aware that she did not speak English — 
but that he understood h'er perfectly. 

"Of-^-of course it's I,” he answered stammeringly, Jfiut ■*' 

in his excitement ne let go her hand, and instantly Her look 
of rapt attention changed tofone'of mild bewilderment. -She 
saicPsomefhing in reply. ? Her words were musically soft and 
liquid, but what she said he no more understood than if she’d 
•spoken in Chinese. 

“May I "help you?” he put out his Hand agitin, and she laid 
hers in it with tlffe ait of aiprincess bestowing a rare gift.. Like * 
3 radio dialed suddenly from. a foreign to a local broadcast, 
her wor-ds became, intelligibly in mid-syllable: 

“ — and Philarnon — Harmichis — shall not have me?” 

“He certainly shall not,” he answered positively. “Neither 

he nor anyone, unless you wish- ” , * 

He stood away from her as he spoke, and once again he saw 
thp puzzled look come in her eyes. She* could not understand 
a syllable he profiounced. * - 



Then understanding qame to him.- Hs could not explain 
it, but he knew. Whjje the^ were standing hand in-hand, or 
even when they touched each other lightly, everythin* one said 
. was prefectly intelligible to the other. The moment they broke 
contact each was walled off from the other by the barrier of 
alien speech. 

The maid had laid a fire before she left that evening., and in 
a moment he. had Idn’dled it. .Then hand in hand they sat 
before the blazing Jogs and talked, and understood each other 
in that mystic communion which seemed to, come to them 
when they made bodily contact* With only a few prompting 
questions she related her last day in Alexandria, told how 
! Harmicliis had* bidden her lookin the crystal — “The Saracens 
did not prevail against thp soldiers’of the Emperor, did they, 

• my lord?” she broke off to ask him tremitloysly. 

He took a deep brea'tn. How could be tell, her? But: 
"More-fhan a thousand years ago, child - ,” he answered. 

..“A thousand years ” Her eyes came up to his from 

under the deep shadow of their curling lashes. “Then I 

>cim ” - . • .- • 

- It was hard for ihim to explain, but adding what she’d told 

him to the information gleaned from the papyrus «hq could 
piece Ker history together. When -he had done ..she berlt her 
head in thought a moment. Finally, she turyed to him; eyes 
wide, lips parted. Her breath was coming faster.' "I mind me 
that irr that far day from which I conje men sometimes found 
the mummies of the ancient* ones in the rock tombs,” {she 
whispered. • . 

‘They’re still doing it,” he answered with a smile. “The 

mummies of Rameses and Tutankhamen-are in museums 

She nodded understanding^, and he saw the pupils of her 
golden eyes swell and expand, darkening the bright irises. 

To whom .do they belong, those bodies salvaged from the 
past? she interrupted. • 

“Why — to -whoever finds fheifc, I suppose,” he rejoined, a 
little puzzled by her agitation. * 

“Hiey are the things and chattels of their finders?’* 1 she . 
persisted! ■ . - 

- “ Yes, I suppose Vou might say that ” . . * 

He stopped in utte? surprise, for at his words the girl'had 
slipped down from the couch and fallen to her knees before 
him., Taking' his jight hand in both hers she bowed Her head 
submissively and placed his hand upon it. "Full-ah-tohn’"— 
she >said his name with difficulty — “behqld me, a stranger 
from another age and place, alone and friendless in a* foreign 

• world. Freely, and of mine own will and accqrd, 1 give myself 
into thy ownership, and claim from thee the protection the 
master owes his slave. Take my, my lord and master; do with 

. nje Ss thou wilt. My life is in thy shadow-” • 

He. crushed dawn a desire to protest, or even show 'amuse- 
ment' at th£ drama of her self-surrender.'* She was a child .-of’ 
^lcierit days, and slavery was a socia^ institution of her tinjes. 

I cannot take thee for my slave ’* 

Tears started to' Tier lashes and' rollpd in -big, slow drops 
■ down her pale cheeks, her lowerjip began tq tremble as though 
she were aboufta cry. “Am I then so favourlessin thy -sight 
that thou. wilt not have me for thy handmaid, Full-ah-tohn, 
my'lord she asked. • - . 

"Favourless? Why, child, you’re beautiful ;• you’re the 
liveliest thing I’ve ever seen— — ” * 

She was.on the couch beside him now, her little feet tucked 
under her, one hand in his, the other resting on jhis arm. “Thou 
m givest. me my'freedom, lord?”“shfe asked. - 
“Of course, but— — " . 

“But promise me one thing before I take it,” she persisted. 

- “Why, certainly, if it will make you happier — — ” 

“It will, my lord. * ’Twill make me very,. very happy. Each 
day at this ^me hour promise me thou wilt repeat those words— 
tell me that I ajn fair and lovely in tby sightl” « 

“ "You must be famished after your Iong^leep,"'he answered 
noncommittally. ‘‘Wait here. I’ll boil some eggs and make 
some chocolate." 1 - . • : 
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bfe was busy in the kitchen a few. minutes, but busy as his 
hands were he. was even busier with his thoughts. Here Was 
a complication. This lovely girl, who despite the date of her 
birth was physically no more than two and twenty had been 
literally dropped' on his do&rstep. • In all the strange new 
modem world where fate- had put her she knew , no 
'one but him ; she was as utterly his responsibility as if she 
were a baby — and she. had jtisj: demanded that he tell her she was 
beautinil at h^lf-past three each morning. ' 

A clinking sound as of metal striking stone attracted his 
attention as he bore the tray -of- food into the living rijom. 
Pausing at the front doctor, he looked out across the lawn. 

Sharply^defined in the moonlight, a man Was working at the 
bright tile in his sidewalk, forcing it fr#ni its' plgce with a light; 
' crowbar. As Fullerton’s gaze fell on ljim the man paused in 
his labour and raised his head. , 

It was his new neighbour, the man before whose house the 
tile Kad beep set. A shaft of moonlight striking through the 
unleafed boughs of a tree picked his face out of the shadow as 
a spotlight shows an actor’s features on a darkened stage. It 
was a handsome face, with features clean-cut as an image-on a 
coin, high cheekbones, a wide and full-lipped mouth and wide; 
black restless -eyes with drooping lids and haughty, high-arched 
brows. Now it was convulsed in a frown of hot fury. ‘ He 
glared about him wiffv a look of hatred sharp 8nd pitiless as a 
bared knife, 4 theq once more bent to his labour. 

Fmferton stepped quickly from the hall into the firelit 
sanctuary of the living room. There was a chilly feeling 3t 
his spine as 'he drew the curtains tighter over the windows. 

He had, too, a curiously unpleasant "feeling in the region of 
his stomach. Distinctly as if he were hearing them 
nounced, he recalled the warning qf the papyrus . 

' — if ’she waketh at thv bidding and looketh on thee with 

favour,' know that I, Hamiichis. servant of the Most. High 
“Gods of olden Egypt will db thee battle for her.” She had 
wakened at his bidding — did she not look on him^with favour ? 

And if she did He put the thought away deliberately, 

and placedthe eggs and chocolate on the coffee-table before her. 

FITTING Helena into the modern scene was something of a 
problem -at first. . It was’ 1 impossible - to take her shopping 
in a costume which essentially Was like a modern nightrobe, 
but Fullerton was equal to the emergency. He had hefstand 
on sheets of paper and with a pencil traced. the ^outlines of her 
feet. With" these, and the help, of an obliging saleswoman, 
he bought her a pair of j shoes and stockings to accompany them. 
While she remained indoors enveloped in his bathrobe he took 
her chiton to a shop and bought a dress qpd cloak frcjrn its 
measurements. Thus clothed, she sallied out with him, and 
for the first time in his life he understood why women, loved 
to' shop. _ / 

i The classic “togue in’ women’s styles seemed to have, been 
created for her benefit, she 'wore the latest modes as if they 
had .been planned for her. ' - 

- When the fashionable coUjeur put bis shears to her knee- 
length hair she cried out as if he had Cut her flesh with the keen 
steel, but when the process was completed and she emerged- 
from the booth -witb her amber-blond jiair waved up from neck 
and temples and a nest of curls .massed high on her head ; she 
surveyed* her image in the' mirror with a gurgle of wide-eyed 
delight. „ • • 

“1 did not think I was so f*aiiiiful,” she confided to him* 
‘‘Art sure’-’ — she* eyed him archly — ‘‘art sure thou wilt not 
reconsider and hold me to the offer which I made thee on the 
night thou wakened me 

‘‘What offer he asked, purposely obttfse. - • 

She took his hand in hers and raised it. For the barest 
fraction of a second *his palm brushed the bright curls that 
clustered like a crown, upon 'her head. . “If thou should wish 
to change’ thy mind — — ’’ she began. Then a salesgirl came 
with an armful of dresses, and the sudden tenseness which 
had gripped his heart as if it were a giant hand relaxed. 

- It was almost incredible how quickly she learned ^English, 



and how readily she fitted into modern life. Eating with a 
knife and fork at first gave her a' little trouble, she was super- 
stitiously afraid of taxicabs and subways at first, and her £rst 
trip ift.an elevator terrified her.almost to the point of swooning, 
but within a month she might have been mistaken for one of 
the season’s crop of 'debutantes. . - . 

The change in 'him was almost as noticeable as the, trans- 
formation -in her. The icy shell of rage and hatred which be 
“had worn round him for tfie past teo years began to melt away 
as he found new interest .in- life. 'They went everywhere— 
did* everything— together. To w^tch the changes* in her face , 
’while they were at the opera or the play, to see the snjiles break 
through the statuesque calm of .her classic features when he 
introduced h er to’ a new experience — the njovies, a hew food, 
horseback rising, skating on the frozert lake in Prospect" Park, 
skiing in the Adriondacks— these things gave him pleasure 
of a sort he had not thought to, know again. He and Millicent 
had never had much common interest. To Helena he was 
the- sun around which all the worlds revolved. She looked to 
him for advice, guidance and protection. • The feeling he was 
indispensable to someone gave him a new grip on life/ Tie * 
«went, to see his lawyers and had them prepare a petition 4° 
restore his civil rights. As So'on as he was no logger a legal 
‘corpse he would initiate adoption proceedings. Helena—, 
his daughter. » - 

Orie of his first moves was to give up the house in South’ 
Brooklyn and, take a new place on the Height where they could 
look across the bay«t the tall spires tff Manhattan, bright' with 
gunlight in the daytime, iewel-dolted with the glow of countless 
lighted windows- after dark. 

One. April morning he drove through the block where he had 
lived when Helena was brought to him. His house Was Still . 
vacant, FOR RENT signs hung in the windows. Three 
doors farther down the street he, stopped his car and looked 
down at the . sidewalk! The bright tile still twinkled' amid 
the gray paving-blocks, “Too bad, old chap,” fife chuckled 
as - he set the car iri motion, "but there’s no use keeping that 
thing there. Your date with Helena is off. But definitely.” 

A Curtain stirred at a'fronf window as fie spoke, and for a 
second he glimpsed a face peering from the. darkened house. 
It was the same face, he had seen in the moonlight the night 
. Helena came to him, but changed. Now it was like a skull 
that had been lightly fleshed over, a dead-white face with a blue 
growth of beard on cheek- and chin, and narrow, venomous 
eyes. . ‘ ... " ’ * * ' 

SOMETHING'— -some unwonted sound must have awakened 
him,' for he sa^ abruptly. upright n the darkness, ears strained 
to catch a repetitioif of the -noise. A sense of apprehension 
l_a$, f>n him, in hisjnngr ear a tocsin sounded an alarm in- 
sistently. •'Listening in the smothering, darkness, fie Was not 
•certain if he’d heard a sound, or if it were the sudden stopping 
of a sound that wakened him. • - 

Then through the blackness of the darkened house it came 
again. * A scream, a woman's scream so brief that he could 
hardly trutf. the evidence of his ears. ‘ Aery of stark and utter’ 
terror uncontrolled that stopped a! most “as quickly as it 'started,, 

■ but seemed to Jpave' a titfgling echo of. shrill horror quivering 
.-in' the air. ' 

Helena! The cry— if jt had been a Pry— came from’ the 
direction of the front rodm where she slept. 

He fumbled in the darkness- for a weapon of some'sort. His 
hands closed on the firsf thing that they touched, a.heavv 
"flask o‘ toilet w^ter and swinging the stout bottle like a clubjre 
"ran on tiptoe down the hall. ' 

A little irickle of dim light flowed out into the darkened hall 
beneath her door— as if someone had spilled a splash of lumin- 
ance Upon her floor and some 0 * it had filtered across .the sill. 
* BreathessHvJie benf his head to listen, laid cautious fingers*- 
on the doorknob.,- Voices, muted to a ghostly murmur came 
to him, frorfi the room beyond ‘ - 

-but that was' more than a full -thousand years, a A o, 



Harmichis— 
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‘Nay, not hatred, surely, good Harmichis. Once thou 

dids’t say- thou loved me ’’ 

Again the short, sharp, terrifying laugh. “As thou hast 
said, that was a thousand years ago, 0 Helena. Think’st thou 
I put thee in the mystic sleep to save thee harmless from the 
Saracen invader only to have thee fall into the hands»of this 
putlander Thou lovest him, dost thou not ” ’ 

.‘‘Yes, 'that I do_; better than my life or sight of blood or 

breath, with all my heart and soul and spirit? bub ” 

“Then make thee ready for the "gleep that truly knows no 
waking, Hejena. This time thou’t hate no sedond chance. 
No other man. shall take thy hand and call thy name and bid 
thee, rise to' live and love, for thou’lt be dust. Bary thy white 
throat to ’the knife of my vengeandfe— — " 

Fullerton drove in the door -with a tremendous kick. On - 
the floor beside her 5 bed knelt, Helena, her hands upraised .to 
implore mercy from the snand who towered over her, winding 
one hand in her glowing hair and holding a short copper- 
blaced knife-against her throat with the other- V . 

HE recognised the intruder, the handsome, dark-skinned face,- 
lean to emaciation, the lips drawn back in a reptilitan smile of* 
hatred about to be 'satiated — Philamop— Harmichis — the Egyp- 
tian priest whose Jove, had driven' him to hypnotize, -this girl 
so that she slept a thousand years, and who had followed her 
across those years^o 

-The Egyptian hH hurled the girl down to the floor sq violently ‘ 
that she lay . in semi-consciousness, her hands sttetched out 
before her like a diver* s When he striked the water, and turned 
on him. His teeth were very white against his swarthy skin, 
the hatred in his eyes was like a Jiving thing. “ Now/ out- 
lander!” * - - 

“You bet it’s now!” Fullerton drew back the heavy bottle. 
“You're overdue in hell a thousand years — — ” 

The bottle hurtled through the ai{ with devastating force, 
missed the Egyptian as he. dodged with weasel-like agility, 
smashed with a shattering crash against the wall, and— die Was 
tfharmed as the otheT advanced slowly, knife upraised. 

• Fullerton snatched up a slipper-chair and held 1 it like % shield 
before him. Not a moment too soon, either! for the copper- 
bladed sacrificial knife, heavy with a "grip of gold-encrusted 
lapis lazuli, came whinning at him, struck the chair seat with 
a vicious pumg, piefced it amost as if it had been cardboard; 
and thrust its needle-point a full six inches through the fragile 
wofed. v * - 

He hurled the chair at his advancing, enemy, heard it crash 
"with splintering lets against the wall as t|ie other dropped .to 
one knee, then felt his ankle seized as in a snare as the Egyptian 
slid across the flood and grasped him in a flying tacklfe. 

They fell together irr a thrashing heap/ rolled bver flailing, 
gouging, punching, digging at each other’s eyes and clutching 
for each others throats. Despite his slenderness the Egyptian 
was slightly heavier, and fought with the wild desperation of a 
- madman. But the years of Heavy labour Fullerton had put. 
in while he served his senfgnce stood him irvgoocL stead flow- 
With a heave he drew the other to him. hugged him as a bear- 
might hug his prey, and rolled yptH he felt the wiry body under 
dum. - . 

■ “Now? you »damned desert rat ” • 

He felt a searing pain rake his right forearm, theri his left, 
the coat of his pyjamas ripped to tatlers, and a line of bright 
blood marked the rents.made in the fabric. From some'hidden’ 



.pocket in the linen smock he wire, Harmichis had jerked out . 

>a copper weapon iike a set "of brass knuckles, but armed with 
curving razor-bTade“d claws, instead of knobs on its rings. 

Now , his face, was roweled by the tear-talons — he could taste 
.the salty blood upon his tongue, for the blades had cut*clear ' 
through his cheek — in a moment they would reach his throat, 
his jugular. > r ^ • . . 

. With an effort calling up his final ounce of strength he rose 
to his knees, tottered to his feet, dragged the other after him, 
hurled- him. off with all his force. . - . - 

“Ge*t up!” His voice was hoarse and croaking in his owrt 
ears, coked with blood and all but stifled with the poirfidmg 
of his heart. “Get: up, you. truant from hell’s fire, and fight 
like a man!” 

He stumbled toward the Egyptian who lay sprawled on his 
back, his head bent forward at a seemingly impossible angle, 
a look of utter, shocked surprise upon his face. 

“Get up!” he repeated, seizing th<? supine man’s throat. 

“Get on your feet and fight. Or a 11- ” , , • 

. Then he saw itfe From the corner of the Egyptian’s mout;h a 
little stream of blood welled, slackening and growing with each 
failing laboured 'palpitation of his heart. 

. The fellow lay -with his back pressed against the bottom of 
the broken chair, and the knife — his. knife — that Had pierced 
through the flinisy wood had struck deep in his back and pierced 
-his lung when he fell -on it. , 

Fullerton begat) to laugh. A ghastly -laugh that rose and 
trilled and mounted .like a shriek of sheer hysteria. “Caught 
in his own trap — taken in his own net— killed with hisown knife!” 
he almost screamed, and staggered, jagging to his knees, with 
loss of blood and utter exhaustion. 

THE sounds of the world were coming back again, but slowly, 
softly, as .from a great distance. He could near jtHe casual 
noises of street traffic, the hooting of a taxi ’is hom,.the rumble 
•of a subway trairfaslt slid into Clark' Street station } far away 
the low,- melodious belling of a Staten Island ferry’s whistle. 

. Somebody bent above him. Somebody bathed his bleeding 
lacerated cheeks with sweet cool water; spmeone cried until- her « 
tears fell like a benediction oh his upturned face. “ 0 Full-ah- 
tohn, my lord, my life, my only love ! ” the syllables? were thick 
with tears, but freighted with a ‘very agony of adoration. ‘ ‘Arise, 

awake, my breath, my heart,my thrice-beloved 

“You’re asking me to viake— as I did you, my dear ” he 
answered weekly. 

‘-‘Oh, yes, beloved, speak and toll me that you will not 

die- ~ * ‘ i 

“Helena!” 

She bent above' him tenderly. Her 1 hair was on his forehead, 
her breath’ was cool and sweet,against his cheek. 

“ Yes, Full-ah-tohn 

“Will you — when I get well — will you marry pae I’m almost . 
•old enough to be your father, but — you’ve given me something 

to live for — you’ve ” » • 

“ Hni 1” Her delighted exclamation interrupted his whispered . 
avowal. “Thou ojd enough to be my sire, 0 Full-ah-tohn? 
Dost thou pot realise I am a full thousand years thy elder V 
He was too weak to rise,d>ut with her arm beneath his neck; . 
Jier .Hands behind his, head “tp guide it. and her lips. to find . 
his ‘he coyld kiss her. ' 

And in that kiss there was the lighting of another hearth-fire 
'the hanging of another crane. 



By MARY ELIZABETH COUNSELMAN 

Now I haVO touched the silver moon at last ! ' 

One* little part of her was given rrie. 

When, for a magic interval, she cast 
Her shadow On the earth’s dull tapestry. 

* \ ‘ • ^ ¥ . ' 

Briefly in silhouette against the sun, . * . 

’ .Shp made a path of night acrdSs the -day ; ’ 

Then, as a cold queen’s garment might have done, 
"That velvet train of darkness swept away — 

' ~ . »' . 
But now I smile to see her in the sky, ■’ . 

. Aloof, iljusive as a faery gem— 

Knowing I. pouched her shadow passing by, 

. And left' my fingerprints upon the hem. 
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GREAT GOD DEATH 

• ’ ■ » ■ , . 

By.EDITH HURLEY 

Upon a mountain in a secret place, 

• »'•* On a gigantic crag of ebony stone, 

, " The Great God Deathsits brooding and alone, 

Fat, from the centers of the human race; » 

- About him blow the winds of timeless Space 

And at foot of this titanic throne ‘ 

Low bend the souls that he has called his own 
• ,, * .For no one lives' who looks upoft his face. * 

And he, the ruler of this bitter land 
« • Where never flower blooms nor song is heard* i* ' 

But Fear and Silence weigh upon. the air 
Regards with. sadness his puissant hand 
■ Where lies the body of a buoyant bird ‘ 

That came upon his kingdom unaware. 
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